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1931         TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 


SHOP 

at  the 

CO-OP 

for 

YOUR  SECOND  SEMESTER 
NEEDS 

in 
Books 
Pens 

Pencils 

Paper 

Notebooks 

Notebook  Fillers 

Typewriters         Stationery 
Special  Book  Orders 


Convenient,  Courteous  Service 


Just 
A  Few  Steps  From  U.  H. 


=^£= 


Remember 

YOUR  CO-OP  MEMBERSHIP 

Entitles  You  to  a  Dividend  On 

Purchases  Made  at  the  CO-OP 

and  Affiliated  Dealers 


=i^ 


Bring  In  Your  USED  BOOKS 
and  Turn  Them  Into  CASH 


SHOP 

at  the 

CO-OP 

Iji  the  Orrington  HoteJ  Building 
1726  Orrington  Ave.  Gre.  2600 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  ahvays  a  satisfaction 

Because    vou     serve    yourself — 
leisurely   or  hastily,   as    you    wish. 

Because    you    can    be    sure    of  a 
wide  selection  of  really  good  food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


There's     a    whole     semester 
studying     ahead 

WHAT    ABOUT 


yOUR    EYES 
? 


GLASSES 
$ 


There's  no  getting  around  it,  it'sd 
hard  grind  .  .  .  and  it's  very  im- 
portant that  you  have  correct 
vision.  An  examination  will  cost 
you  nothing.  Fiftystyles  of  glasses 
from  which  to  choose,  including 
the  new  "Ful-Vue,"  the 
modern  style. 


85° 


and    up 

EXAMINATION    FREE  — TERMS  IF   DESIRED 


Open  a 
Convenient 
Charge 
Account 

♦ 
N.  U.  PINS  and  INSIGNIA 


lOlsen 


'Ebanni 

JEWELERS  &  OPTICIANS 

614  DAVIS  STREET 

THE  CAMPUS  JEWELRY  STORE 


PURPLE 


SERIES  No.  6472 
They  laughed  when  I  started  to  make 
a   new   kind   of   dynamite,   but   when   I 
dropped  it,  they  exploded. 

CoiiH'U  IVii/oii'. 
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And  then  there  was  the  absent-minded 
professor,  who  flunked  the  football 
player  and  passed  the  hard  working 
student. 

Colgate  Banter. 


"How  is  it  that  your  parrot  swears  so 
shockingly?" 

"By   an   oversight   she   was   left    in   a 
sorority  house." 

Texas  Ranger. 

■* 

NOT  BAD 
Senior:    "I  slept  with  that  fellow  for 
a  semester." 

Frosh:    "Room-mates,  eh.'" 
Senior:    "No,  we  sat  together  in  eco- 
nomics 13." 

Lafayette  Lyre. 

Rockpile  Harry:    "She  sure  gave  you 
a  dirty  look." 

Rubberneck  Pete:    "Who?" 
Rockpile  Harry:    "Mother  Nature." 
Alabama  Rammer-Jammer. 


OW! 
Republican:      "What     does    President 
Hoover   do   when   he   has   indigestion?" 
Democrat:    "Call  the  Secretary  of  the 
Interior." 

Princeton  Tiger. 


"Hello,    dearie,    I    see    you've    had    a 
facial." 

"Wrong,  darling,  I've  been  kissed  by 
a  college  boy. ' 

Pitt  Panther. 


LOGIC 
"I  say,  old  man,  I  hear  you  are  going 
to   Paris.     Are   you  going  to  take   your 
wife?" 

"My  wife!     Say,  you  wouldn't  take  a 
sandwich  to  a  banquet,  would  you?" 
Georgia  Tech  Yelloii'  Jacl^et. 


Fella:    "Let's  go  outside." 
Gal:    "Wait'U  I  blow  my  nose. ' 
Fella:    "Aw,  come  on  out  and  let  the 
wind  blow  it." 

Utah  Humbug. 


vm 


NURSERY  RHYMS   .     . 
Rock  and  rye,  baby. 

From  the  flask  top, 
When  you  feel  full, 

I  hope  you  will  stop. 
You're  so  darned  drunk  that  you  can't 

even  see. 
Rock  and  rye,  baby,  keep  some  for  me. 
Neiv  Yorl{  Medley. 


Quality 
Photography 
for  the  Syllabus 


Since  the  beginning  of  this 
school  year  the  Matzene  Studio 
has  photographed  hundreds  of 
students  for  the  1931  Syllabus, 
official  yearbook  of  Northwest- 
ern University.  We  offer  you 
the  same  quality  and  service 
that  we  have  given  the  Syllabus. 

MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

IN  EVANSTON 
1518  Orrlngton  Avenue  University  4640 

IN  CHICAGO 

6  North  Michigan  Avenue  Central  7003 


UCeep  'your  Car  ^t 
"^his  "Winter 

Evanston's  largest  and  most  com- 
plete garage  offers  a  complete 
service  for  your  car. 

Storage  and  maintenance  handled 
courteously  and  promptly  by 
experienced  men. 


f 


Oiling.  Greasing 

Storage,  Simonizing 

Washing,  Repairs 


1 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

Service  Garage 

1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 

opposite  Varsity  Theater 


ONE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


TWO  WAYS 
TO  GET  IT 


1 .  Fill  out  the  coupon 
below,  and  mdil  it 
with  your  check 

2.  Come  to  Room  101   in 
University  Hall  and 
order  it  yourself 

.  .  .  and  YOU  will  also  have 
a  complete  record  of  this 
year  at  N.  U. 


1932  SyLLACLS 

Official    Yearbook   of    N.    U. 


■  We  will  mail  receipt 

19J2  STLLACUS 

101  University  Hall 
Evanston,  Illinois 

Enclosed  is  check  or  money  order  for  $4.50   for  a 
full  paid  subscription  to  the  1932  Syllabus. 
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ress. 


City. 


State. 


"Hear  about  those  Mexican  rebels 
who  overthrew  the  government  and 
hung  the  president.""' 

"Tsk!  Tsk!  How  perfectly  revolt- 
ing." 

Notre  Dame  Juggler. 


"Daddy,  why  do  they  call  them  the 
virgin  forests.'^" 

"My  son,  only  God  can  make  a  tree." 
Pennsylvaiiia  Punch  Bowl. 

THREAT 
Ma:     "Why    so    blue    this    morning. 
Pa.?" 

Pa:  "Our  son  Willie  just  wrote  that 
he'll  quit  the  Pitt  football  team  and 
make  me  go  to  work  if  I  don't  stop 
spending  his  pay  on  them  cigars  and 
sherry." 

Penn  State  Froth. 


"Officer,   that   man   stole   a   kiss   from 
me." 

"Hmmm,  a  case  of  petting  larceny,  I 
suppose." 

Wisconsin   Octopus. 


"Time  is  ungallant." 

"How's  that.-  " 

"It  tells  on  a  woman." 

Tennessee  Mugwump. 


"Your     wife     drives     like     lightning, 
doesn't  she.'" 

"Yes,  always  striking  trees." 

Buc\neU  Belle  Hop. 


SUBTLE 
"What  is  the  most  you  ever  got  out 
of  your  car.'" 

"Six  times  m  one  mile. " 

Colorado  Dodo. 


Medic  Prat  Man:  "We  don't  need  to 
date  in  our  fraternitv. " 

Alice:    "Why.?" 

Medic  Frat  Man:  "Because  the  Fac- 
ulty members  tell  us  everything  we  need 
to  know." 

loifa  Frivol. 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler-Optician 

Guaranteed    Repairing    Service 

1626  Orrington  A\e.  LIniversity  0461 

for  30  Tears  a  Jeweler  in  Evanston 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


Girl's  voice  in  parked  car:    "Oh,  you 
jffle 


rume  my  ire! 

Boys  voice:    "But  you're  ruining  the 
creases  in  my  pants!" 

Utah  Humbug. 


ANALOGY 

Englishman  draws  forth  a  sovereign 
and  announces: 

"Behold  the  face  of  the  king  that 
made  my  grandfather  a  lord." 

American   draws   forth    a    nickel    and 
says:      "Pipe    the    mug    of    the    redskin 
that  made  my  grandfather  an  angel."' 
-^ 

Small  boy:  "Grandfather,  when  are 
you  going  to  start  playing  lootball.-" 

Grandfather:  "Why,  sonny,  I  can't 
play  football.     Why.'" 

Small  boy:  "Well,  papa  says  he  is  go- 
ing to  buy  a  new  car  as  soon  as  you 
kick  off." 

Georglii  Tech  Yellow  Jiu/^et. 


He:    "Does  any  kissing  go  on  back  of 
the  stage.'" 

She:    "You'd  be  surprised  how  much 
goes  on  right  under  my  nose. " 

R.  P.  I.  Pup. 


"Have  you  a  record  of  'My  Sin'.?" 
"No,   but   the   police   station   probably 
has." 

Peiiti  State  Froth. 


"You  look  upset." 

"I   am   upset.     The  bank   busted  and 
I  lost  my  balance." 

Dartmouth  Jac^   O'Lantern. 

♦■ 

"He  sings  with  feeling. " 

"Yes,    and    sometimes    he    forgets    to 


sing. 


]'anderbilt   Masquerader. 


"Is  this  the  House  of  Christ.'" 

"Yea,  verily  it  be  so." 

"Well,  when'U  He  be  home.?" 


FRESHMEN — and  this  goes  for  you 
Upper  Classmen,  foo— HERE'S  SOME- 
THING YOU  CAN'T  AFFORD  TO  MISS ! 

THEMES -Bring  "A'S"— When  PROPERLY  TYPED. 

Spelling  and  Grammatical  Corrections  FREE  of  CHARGE ! 

Why  not  get  the  BEST  TYPING  IN  TOWN  AT  LOW- 
EST RATES  and  avoid  Disappointment? 

Your  Term  Papers — Reports — Note  Books — Themes  will 
be  done  PROMPTLY  — ACCURATELY^  NEATLY 
if  you  bring  them  to  Northiveslern's  Typing  Headquarters. 

Miss  Rosenberg's 

NORTH  SHORE  LETTER  SERVICE 

800  Davis  St.,        City  National  Bank  Bldg.,        Suite  400 

Elevator  to  4th  Floor 
FOUNTAIN  SQUARE  University  0740 


The  Purple  Parrot,  published  by  the  Students   Publishing  Co.,   at  Evanston,   111. 

Copyright    1931.      Entered    at    Evanston,    III.,    post   office    as    second    class    matter, 

Noveinbtr,   1924.     TwciitN -fi\e  cents  the  cupy,  $1.75  the  year. 


^33  Buys  a 

HART  SCHAFFNER  &c  MARX 

EVENING  SUIT 

{DINNER  J.ICKET  .1ND  TROUSERS) 

— Think  of  It — 


33 


A  Regular  $50   lvalue 


Made  in  the  authentic  university  man- 
ner— elegantly  tailored,  silk  lined  thru- 
out,  with  an  unqualified  guarantee  of 
satisfaction  by  the  makers  and  the  per- 
fect fitting  service  of  MacFarland's 


MacFARLAND'S 

INCORPORATED 
CHURCH  AND  SHERMAN 


THREE 


BUSINESS     DIRECTORY 

PURPLE    PARROT   ADVERTISERS 


AUTOMOBILES: 

Chevrolet 


25 


BOOKS: 

Chandler's 5 

N.  U.  Student  Co-op    Inside  Front  Cover 


CAFETERIAS: 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop Inside  Front  Cover 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 4 


CONFECTIONS: 

Life  Savers 3 

CIGARETTES: 

Camel Back  Cover 

ENGRAVER: 

Jdhn  &  Oilier 32 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 1 

JEWELERS: 

L.  G.  Balfour  a  Co 4 

Lee  Nelson 2 

Olsen  a  Ebann Inside  Front  Cover 


LEHER  SERVICE: 

North  Shore  Letter  Service. 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

MacFarland's 


MISCELLANEOUS: 

Western  Electric.  . . 
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OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Co. 


Inside  Back  Cover 


PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene's,  Inc 


PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor 31 

MS Inside  Back  Cover 

Purple  Parrot 30 

Vanity  Fair 6 

1932  Syllabus 2 

SHOES: 

Kotz  Shoe  Stores 5 


LET    **POLLy"    DO    YOUR    SHOPPING 


"■Nine  out  of  every  ten  frateniity  pins 
are  Balfour-Diade 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  COMPANY 

55  East  Washington  Street 
Telephone  State  4247  CHICAGO 


ii 


ESTABLISHED  1905 

AND 

Still  the  best  place  to  eat 

WOIMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Ave. 
OPEN  SUNDAYS 


?  9 


FOUR 


PURPLE 


DOUBTFUL  STORY 
1st  Female:     "Wh)'  did  you  jump  out 
of  his  car  and  start  running  last  night?" 
2nd  Feline:     "I  was  being  chaste." 


EVILS  OF  DELAY 
"Where'd  you  get  that  black  eye?" 
"I  kissed  the  bride." 
"But  I  thought  that  was  the  custom!" 
"Not  two  months  after  the  ceremony, 
it  isn't." 


Editor:      "So    you    thought    up    this 
practical  joke  all  by  yourself?" 

Assistant  Ed.:     "Yep,  out  of  my  own 
head." 

Editor:     "You  must  be." 

The  Rice   Owl. 


Cannibal:     "That  last  girl  we  cooked 
was  too  hot  to  eat." 

Cann.  Chief:     "Another  one  of  those 
damn   coeds." 

Pitt   Panther. 


PUN 
Many   an   excellent   student   in   gram- 
mar  slips    up   when   he    cannot   decline 
matrimony. 

New  Yor/i  Medley. 


AND  ANOTHER 
Ted:    "There  goes  the  girl  who  calls 
Sam  her  creator." 
Ned:     "Oh,  yeah.=  " 
Ted:    "Yeah,  he  made  her." 

Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 


NEAR  TRAGEDY 
A  man  who  was  an  ardent  anti-pro- 
hibitionist fell  overboard  from  a  lake 
steamer  and  was  barely  rescued  from 
drowning.  Upon  regaining  conscious- 
ness he  said  he  didn't  mind  his  close 
call,  but  he  "Swallowetl  some  of  that 
damned   stuff." 


SALESMANSHIP 

Pedestrian  (knocked  down  by  auto- 
mobile):    "Where  am  I,  where  am  I?  " 

Enterprising  young  man:  "Here  you 
are,  sir,  map  of  Chicago  for  only  a  quar- 
ter." 


GENIUS 

Woman  (to  artist):  "As  I  walked 
through  the  woods  I  beheld  a  glorious 
sunset — flaming,  gorgeous  colors,  bril- 
liant light  effects,  nature  in  all  her  mag- 
nificent array.  And  I  thought  it  was 
like  looking  at  one  of  your  paintings!" 

"Yes,  madam,  nature  is  catching  up." 


HEARTY    LAUGH    LOCKS    JAWS 
OF  WIFE  AT  BREAKFAST  TABLE 
Boston  Traveller. 
This  shows  the  value  of  a  good  joke. 
M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo. 


PARROT 


Hundreds  of  Styles 
to  Choose  From 


KOTZ  SHOES 

For  Men  and  Women 


Never  before 
have  we 
offered 
values 
like  these 


SPECIAL— 


79 


u     CHIFFON  HOSE 
r     PICOT  TOP 


Per  Pair 


FULL-FASHIONED 
EXTRA  LONG 
GUARANTEED  PERFECT— REG.  SI. 25 


KOTZ 

619    DAVIS     STREET 


If  you*re  not  wholly 

addicted  to 

indoor  sports  «  « 

get  your  skis,  ice  skates,  hockey 

sticks  and  other  winter 

sport  needs  at 

CHANDLER'S 


FOUNTAIN  SQUARE 


EVANSTON 


GREENLEAF  7200 
WILMETTE    724 


FIVE 


P  U  R  P  L  E/<^P  A  R  ROT 


DO  YOU  LIKE  NIGHT  LIFE? 


IF  SO 
READ  VANITY   FAIR 


Can  you  gain  access  to  a  speakeasy  without 
knowing  a  fellow  from  Princeton?  ,  .  . 
Williams?  .  .  .  Harvard?  .  .  .  Yale?  ...  Is 
it  considered  the  thing  to  bring  a  flask  of 
ale  to  a  night  club?  .  .  .  Would  you  roll  a 
half  of  beer  up  the  steps  of  the  Central  Park 
Casino,  or  try  to  smuggle  a  gallon  of  corn 
up  onto  the  St.  Regis  roof  under  your  opera 
coat?  ...  In  fact,  is  it  the  dernier  cri  to  wear 
an  opera  coat  over  corn  licker  before  6 
o'clock?  .  .  .  Can  you  tell  a  good  vintage  of 
bicarbonate  of  soda  from  a  bottle  of  1912 
Meet  Chandon?  .  .  .  Should  you  order  a 
turkey  leg  when  lying  under  a  table  at 
Reuben's?  Vanity  Fair  answers  all  these 
questions. 

Try  to  fipiire  out  how  much  it  would  cost  you  to  buy  the 
most  talked-of  new  books  ...  to  go  to  the  best  shows, 
cinemas  and  musical  comedies  ...  to  visit  the  London 
tailors  ...  to  see  the  best  new  works  of  art  in  Paris  .  .  . 
to  attend  the  world's  great  sporting  events  ...  to  arrange 
for  demonstrations  of  the  latest  cars  and  planes  ...  to 
learn  the  inner  secrets  of  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge  ...  to  go  to  the  opera:  in  short,  to  know  what's 
what  about  everything  that  is  interesting  and  new  in  this 
modern  and  <|uick-moving  world. 


EVERY    ISSUE    OF    VANITY    FAIR    CONTAINS 
Humor: 

The  most  original  witticisms  of  the  younger  humourists  and 
satirists. 

The  Theatre: 

Intimate  glimpses  of  the  really  interesting  personalities  on  the 
stage  and  screen. 

Art: 

Perfect  reproductions  of  the  creations  of  modern  European 
and  American  artists. 

World  Affairs: 

Entertaining  political  sketches  dealing  with  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  world  leaders. 

Fashions: 

A  department  of  ^\omen's  sport  clothes  and  the  trend  in 
fashions,  with  reports  from  the  leading  tailors  of  New  \  ork 
and  London. 

Motor  Cars  and  Airplanes: 

The  newest  de\  eliipnients   in  motor  cars  and  airplanes. 
Contract  Bridge: 

Searciiing  and  expert  articles  on  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge. 

Books: 

A  lews  and  reviews  on  the  latest  books. 
Sports: 

Golf,  fighting,  etc. 
Music  and  Opera: 

The  latest   musical   trend. 


VANITY    FAIR,    GRAYBAR    BUILDING,    NEW   YORK    CITY 

□  Enclosed  find  $1  for  5  issues. 

□  Enclosed  find  $3  for  I  year. 
I  am  a  new  subscriber. 

Name 

Street 

City State. ,cc 


In  short,  yon  will  find  the  Last  Word  on  subjects  that  differentiate  the 
successful  an<l  culli\ated  persitn   from  the  uninformed   nobody. 


SIGN,   TEAR   OFF   AND   MAIL  THIS   COUPON    NOW 
FOR    THIS     SPECIAL     INTRODUCTORY    OFFER    OF 

5  ISSUES  OF  VANITY  FAIR  $1 


SIX 


TO 


THE 

PROFESSORS 


— who  have  never  been 
absent-minded  enough  to 
Forget  a   Final  exam. 


SEVEN 
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OPINIONATED 

MEDITATION 


LESSONS  IN  PSYCHOLOGY 

ABOUT  THIS  time  of  the  year  one  of  the  grandest  of  the 
scholastic  illusions  begins  to  become  increasingly  acute. 
Nothing  less  than  the  term  paper  is  soon  to  be  deliv- 
ered, a  testimonial  to  the  further  development  of  the  individual 
mind — supposedly.  It  wields  a  mighty  power  over  the  faculty 
and  studentry  alike,  by  virtue  of  the  theory  of  tiansjer  of  train- 
ing. The  general  conception  has  ever  been  that  achievement  in 
the  one  field  automatically  projects  the  mental  development  in- 
volved into  the  other.  It  is  because  of  this  superstition  that 
many  so-called  necessary  evils  are  not  only  countenanced  but 
even  upheld,  like  the  dosing  of  tender-hearted,  young  maidens 
with  mathematics  whose  cold-blooded  symbols  remain  ever 
feminine-proof. 

Similarly,  the  compulsory  term  paper  is  upheld  as  a  notable 
and  integral  factor  in  educating  the  manner  of  thinking.  The 
mental  patterns  formed  by  the  assimilation,  organization,  and 
presentation  of  a  group  of  second  or  third  hand  facts  are  sup- 


posed to  hold  permanent  residence  in  the  mind,  ever  ready  to 
lend  assistance  to  problems  of  any  nature. 

And  the  faculty — good  politicians  that  they  are — dwell  on 
the  sheer  joy  of  creation  that  is  derived  from  the  writing  of  a 
term  paper.  Undoubtedly  there  is  experienced  a  distinct  feel- 
ing of  monumental  pleasure — we  have  experienced  it  ourselves 
after  we  have  herded  some  8000  or  so  words  into  a  presentable 
appearance,  properly  dressed  in  quotes  here  and  there,  and  orna- 
mented with  a  gleaming  and  prepossessing  bibliography.  But 
this  feeling  of  pleasure  suspiciously  resembled  the  one  we  expe- 
rienced one  summer's  day  when  we  laid  down  a  ditch-digging 
spade  at  the  five  o'clock  whistle.  Somehow,  a  feeling  of  crea- 
tion at  the  time  was  neither  experienced  nor  missed. 

We  hold  that  the  assigning  of  compulsory  term  papers  is  a 
moral  sin,  disguised  under  the  theory  of  transfer  of  training 
and  mental  discipline,  and  utilized  to  lend  dignity  to  a  course. 
We  shall  continue  to  hold  this  assertion  until  the  theory  presents 
a  more  valid  proof;  heretofore  the  only  transfer  of  training  dis- 
covered is  in  the  case  where  the  second  set  of  conditions  closely 
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resembles  the  first.  Unfortunately,  other  aspects  of  life  may 
often  be  vastly  dissimilar  to  the  assimilation,  organization,  and 
presentation  of  a  group  of  second  or  third  hand  facts. 

COMMERCE  STUDENTS— A  PITY 

IT  IS  ever  the  unchallenged  privilege  of  the  commerce  student 
to  sneer  in  smug  amusement  at  the  purpose-less  liberal  arts 
student.  Possibly  in  the  restricted  environment  of  the  uni- 
versity he  is  justified — his  goal  is  a  definite  one,  a  worthy  and 
respected  one  that  will  eventually  bring  to  him  all  the  power, 
prestige,  etc.,  coming  to  the  successful  business  man.  He  does 
not  squander  away  his  time  and  mterests  m  pitiful  non-essen- 
tials that  the  benighted,  hopelessly  naive  liberal  arts  student  is 
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exposed  to.  His  training  is  designed  to  attain  skill  in  figures, 
not  words.  He  holds  it  of  greater  import  to  possess  the  ability 
of  balancmg  one  of  his  accounting  problems  (with  or  without 
elaborate  figure  jugglmg),  or  downing  one  of  his  celebrated 
"stix"  quizzes,  than  to  know,  for  example,  that  a  crumpet  is 
not  a  loose  woman. 

The  interests  that  merit  the  attention  of  the  commerce  stu- 
dent are  fraught  with  material  possibilities.  He  is  carefully 
guarded  by  his  commerce  school  against  the  hazy,  undefined 
objective  that  accompanies  the  liberal  arts  student  after  gradua- 
tion. His  school  frowns  on  the  "jack  of  all  trades — master  of 
none"  doctrine.  It  specializes  its  students  so  that  they  may  un- 
hesitatingly step  into  the  realms  of  business,  as  ordained  as 
death,  after  graduation.  And  so  it  meticulously  trains  them  in 
channels  of  knowledge  that  will  have  a  direct  and  vital  bearing 
on  their  careers;  all  else  is  forbidden  lest  it  divert  their  attention. 

But  it  is  after  graduation — all  things  being  equal — that  the 
fortune  of  the  liberal  arts  student  ascends.  For  the  commerce 
student — we  assume  that  he  has  proscribed  his  activities  within 
the  restrictions  of  his  commerce  school — finds  that  his  goal  was 
as  narrow  as  it  was  definite.  He  has  been  skilled  in  the  financial 
transactions  amongst  humanity,  but  has  been  kept  in  ignorance 
of  the  multitude  of  other  inter-relationships. 

He  finds  that  he  is  deficient  in  various  fundamentals  of  his 
native  language;  his  knowledge  and  application  of  literature 
in  even  its  most  obvious  forms  are  remarkably  primitive  or 
juvenile;  his  conceptions  of  psychology  are  mid-Victorian;  the 
sociological  aspects  of  humanity  are  as  puzzling  to  him  as  a 
word  of  more  than  four  syllables 

These  dogmatic  observations  are  not  ours;  we  do  not  hold 
ourselves  sufficiently  experienced  in  the  causes  and  conditions 
as  expressed  here.   They  are  the  dolorous  chants  of  many  com- 


merce graduates  whose  native  intelligence  sufficiently  enabled 
them  to  recognize  their  unfortunate  lot:  that  their  supposed 
fortitude  against  life  was  a  deficiency.  In  short,  they  were 
taught  the  worship  of  Mammon,  and  their  religion  was  care- 
fully kept  pure  and  undefiled  by  the  worship  of  other  gods. 
That  is  what  they  claim,  and  we — loyal  disciples  of  the  liberal 
arts  school — sympathetically  repeat  their  mournful  chants. 

BULL- SESSIONS  A  LA  SEX 

A  NOTABLE  institution  of  our  college  life  is  the  cele- 
brated bull-session,  embryo  of  the  business  executives' 
conference.  It  is  of  great  importance,  for  here  the  stu- 
dents congregate  to  redeem  their  ego  and  prestige  lost  in  the 
classrooms.  The  average  session  is  a  symposium  of  achieve- 
ments and  activities  of  the  individual  members  as  set  forth  by 
themselves.  Ordinarily,  their  narratives  do  not  strictly  adhere  to 
cold  truth — who  cares  if  slight  exaggeration  creeps  in  here  and 
there?  We  all  understand.  But  when  the  discourses  touch  on 
personal  sexual  conquests,  O  Truth!  O  Fidelity!  .  .  .  the  ex- 
aggerations become  fearful  to  behold!  Female  names  are  thrown 
about  with  sacrilegious  abandon — and  Solomon,  Don  Juan,  et 
al.,  become  Sunday  school  superintendents. 

In  our  younger  days  we  listened  reverently  to  the  mighty  and 
numerous  conquests  of  our  older  schoolmates,  and  we  gazed 
in  awe  and  envy  at  these  heroic  folk.  .\  feeling  of  vast  infe- 
riority imbued  us  as  we  looked  back  on  our  unromantic  life: 
secretly  we  longed  for  the  achievements  we  heard  related  night 
after  night.  Long  did  we  cherish  homage  for  these  individuals, 
until  gradually  a  light  began  its  belated  dawn  upon  us. 

Extended  experience  with  bull-sessions  and  otherwise  has 
taught  us  that  these  dashing  cavaliers,  so  casual  in  conquests 
romantic,  are  merely  poor  unfortunates  who  are  desperately 
compensating  for  existences  that  are  the  antitheses  of  their  nar- 
ratives. It  is  with  more  composure  that  we  now  hear  these  tales 
I'amour;  we  no  longer  feel  that  others,  though  in  circumstances 
and  conditions  similar  to  ours,  have  been  unjustly  favored  by 
fortune  to  glide  through  a  life  of  ease,  tasting  of  its  enchant- 


ments at  will,  while  we,  miserable  worm,  must  be  content  to 
retrieve  what  they  discard. 

We  can  now  skillfully  dissect  the  prodigious  tales  of  the  bull- 
session  that  are  cast  for  our  delectation,  and  determine  who  is 
most  compensating  for  a  barren  and  prosaic  and  thwarted  life. 
We  have  already  learned  that  the  absence  of  the  facts  themselves 
may  be  the  greatest  incentive  for  their  brilliant  relating.  Our 
college  career  has  done  us  some  good. 


NINE 


PARROT 


" — Here,    non ,   let    me   show   you." 

BARGAIN  COUNTER  AMERICANIZATION 

"Little  boy,  how  old  is  your  mother?"  Sociologist:     '"Ah,   my   good   man,  so 

"Aw,   she   was   42,   but   she's   marked       you  have  just  come  from  Russia.     Have 


AS  YE  SOW- 
SHALL  YE  REAP 

IN  THE  city  court-room  of  Albu- 
querque, New  Mexico,  there  ap- 
peared one  day  an  Indian  chief  from  a 
nearby  reservation.  Haughtily,  with 
arms  folded,  and  with  passive  mien,  he 
strode  to  the  judge's  bench.  Solemnly 
he  looked  up  at  the  puzzled  judge  and 
then  spoke  forth: 

"Me  wantum  divorce." 

"But  my  dear  sir,"  cried  the  judge, 
"surely  you  are  mistaken." 

"No!     Me  wantum   divorce." 

"Ah,  but  really,  you  must  be  a  little 
hasty.  Think  now,  do  you  really  want 
to  be  separated  from  your  dear  mate.'" 

"Me  know  what  me  wantum.  Me 
wantum  divorce.  " 

"Well,  you  do  seem  insistent.  May 
I  ask  why  you  wish  a  divorce.-"" 

"Me  plantum  corn,  me  get  corn;  me 
plantum  potatoes,  me  get  potatoes;  me 
plantum  wheat,  me  get  wheat — " 

"Well,  what  has  that — "" 

" — But  me  plantum  Indian,  me  get 
Chinaman.     Me  wantum  divorce!"" 


down  to 


A  MIDWINTER 

NIGHT'S  SCREAM 

The   snow   was   falling   thick   and    last; 

"Twas    night    and    bitter    cold. 
The  wind  did  blow  in  fearful  blast. 

And    howled   with   vengeance   bold. 

My  nose  was  froze  as  were  my  toes, 
A   plight  most  cruelly   sad; 

And  yet  was  added  to  my  woes 
The  worst   I've  ever  had. 

A  voice  rang  out  from  yonder  gate 
In  tones  of  gladsome  cheer; 

And  certainly  these  words  of  Fate 
Were  meant  for  me  to  hear: 

"O    Stranger   poor,   do   come    within 
And    have    a    drink    or    two: 

A  shot  of  scotch,  or  glass  of  gin 
To  warm  thy  soul   and   you."" 

Ah,  woe   is  me,  and  grief"s   my  lot 
That   Fortune   should   me   shun; 

Those   words — alas — I    hcartl    I  hem    not, 
I   had   mv  car-mulTs  on. 


you  learned  our  glorious  language  yet."'" 

"Yah,  much  plenty." 

"Woniierful!       .Knd     what     can     you 
say.'"" 


"Fer  goddam  lousy  sake,  git  hell  outta 


AD\'ERTISEMENT 

"If  the  person  who  picked  up  the 
'pony"  in  U.  H.  will  return  same  before 
the  geology  final,  reward  will  be  paid 
and  all  questions  will  be  answered."' 


'We — etl,  I  reckon   I  like  ihel  painlin'  ytih  got  your  left   ihtimh  through   heller." 
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CYNIC        RAILWAY 


Aside  jioiii  the  fact  that  "Othello" 
was  NOT  PERFORMED  THIS  YEAR 
by  Fritz  Leiber,  the  following  review  of 
Mr.  Leiber's  Shal^espearean  repertoire  in 
our  most  excellent  Daily's  "Theater 
Tall('  IS  not  without  sparkling  merit: 

"  'Othello'     becomes     a     rather     luritl 
melodrama,  played   as   it  is  at  a   break- 
neck speed,  with  the  comedy  played  up 
and  the  tragedy  played  down.  " 
♦ 

Ah,  and  now  our  Daily  turns  scien- 
tific and  displays  a  remar\able  insight 
in  the  deep  mysteries  of  Space  that 
would  put  Einstein   to  shame: 

"Lee  (Hanley)  has  shown  good  stuff 
all  the  year  round  and  regardless  of 
tvhere  he  is,  he  should  be  somewhere." 


Ts^!  Ts^!  What  a  meanie  our  Daily 
is!  First  It  accuses  poor  Mr.  Coolidge 
of  employing  conservative,  hac\neyed 
truisms,  and  in  the  very  same  breath  is 
guilty  itself  of  the  same  sin: 

"His  (ex-president  Coolidge's)  arti- 
cles are  packed  with  truisms.  The  same 
conservative  and  hackneyed  phrases  and 
thoughts  can  be  found  in  most  any  Eco- 
nomics book.  .  .  .  Good  buildings  and 
spacious  grounds  are  necessary  parts  of 
a  university,  but  after  all,  a  university 
should  be  known  more  for  its  scholastic 
methods  and  accomplishments  than  for 
its  Ciothic  structures." 

■*■ 

The  Junior  Prom  ("Greatest  Event  of 

the  Year" )  passeth,  and  so  we  all  return 
to  the  normal  and  unromantic  routine 
of  our  dull  existence  immediately  after, 
as  revealed  in  the  classified  ads  of  our 
Daily: 

"For  Sale — Tuxedo  Dress  Suit,  size 
40. 

"For  Sale — Beautiful  new  satin  eve- 
ning gown  .  .  .  worn  only  once. 

"For  Sale — Dress  Suit,  good  condi- 
tion." 


And  now  our  ever-efficient  and  alert 
Daily  turns  its  critical  attention  to 
French  political  affairs,  and  ii'ith  the 
lOth-hand  information  it  has,  deigns  to 


slip    a    valuable    hint    to    the    Deputies 
themselves: 

"But  the  results  of  this  (political)  up- 
heaval are  apt  to  prove  more  serious 
than  the  French  deputies  might  think." 

■* 

We,  O  we  have  suffered — 

This    bird   should    never    have 

Left  the  city  if 

We  must  hear  such   noble. 

Rustic  sentiments 

Of  a   contributor   (male) 

To  our  excellent  MS: 

"My   hands   have   grasped   full,   bulging 

teats. 
My    head    has   leaned   against 
The    milch   cow's   fragrant   belly." 
Etc.,   etc. 


Einstein  is  a  great  man — only  12  peo- 
ple understand  him.  But,  we  proudly 
assert,  our  own  Daily  is  12  times  greater! 
.Ind  we  base  our  assertion  on  these  sub- 
tle, mystic  words  it  has  created: 

"The  week  that  has  just  passed  is 
represented  on  our  mental  notebook  by 
an  indelibly  penciled  red  circle  that,  in 
turn,  represents  the  red  circle  surround- 
ing a  succession  of  numbers  on  the  De- 
cember sheet  of  the  office  calendar." 


Again  we  reiterate,  let  football  set  the 
shining  example  for  all  that  is  noble  and 
courageous  in  life.  Once  again  our  Daily 
points  with  pride  to  our  successful  foot- 
ball team : 

"Certainly,  they  (the  members  of  the 
team)  have  shown  a  courage  in  the  face 
of  difficulties  that  failing  students  and 
frightened  business  men  mav  \\'ell 
emulate." 


Think,  you  our  k^'enly  intellectual 
Daily  lacks  true  insight  on  things  col- 
legiate? Knave,  rest  your  doubting  eye 
on  this  gem   of  analysis: 

"Of  course,  there  is  an  occasional 
demonstration   of   gaiety,   even   silliness, 

in  what  we  students  try  to  do!" 

♦ 

Sing  hosannah!  .It  last!  At  last  the 
tvorm    has    turned!      Our    poor,    sorely- 


pressed  Daily,  heretofore  bearing  its 
vicissitudes  in  stoic  silence,  now  turns 
on  its  oppressors  with  a  ferocity  born  of 
long-suffering  existence: 

"We  note  .  .  .  that  the  editor  (of  the 
Purple  Parrot)  has  been  employ mg  some 
of  his  spare  time  in  mudslinging  at  the 
Daily.  We  .  .  .  make  remark  .  .  . 
that  what  little  brains  the  Parrot  board 
possesses  should  be  employed  on  their 
own  paper.  It  needs  them.  .  .  .  There 
are  actually  some  people  (most  of  them 
Parrot  staff  aspirants)  who  actually  be- 
lieve that  such  banalities  as  found  in 
'The  Cynic  Railway'  reflect  upon  the 
merit  of  the  Daily.  For  the  benefit  of 
these  pee-wits  we  dedicate  the  remainder 
of  this  article.  .  .  .  The  only  culture 
they  {Parrot  board)  radiate  in  their  pub- 
lished comments  and  in  this  superficial 
veneer  is  as  high-sounding  and  false  as 
an  April  Fool's  Day  fire-alarm.  These 
adolescent  philosophical  bromo-seltzers, 
foaming  and  sizzling  with  a  zeal  to  cure 
the  college  of  a  presumably  fearsome 
medium  of  opinions,  appear  to  derive 
considerable  satisfaction  from  their  elab- 
orate  nose-fingerings   m   the   specific   di- 


rection of  the  editorial  offices.  .  .  .  They 
gloat  over  any  mistake  which  they  may 
clip  from  the  pages  of  the  Daily.  No 
further  explanation  concerning  the  Par- 
rot's action  is  necessary.  Merely  remem- 
ber that  our  Parrot  critic,  reviewer,  and 
serio-comic  columnist  has  classified  him- 
self as  belonging  to  that  breed  of  bulls 
who  must  forever  be  trying  to  break  into 
the  china  shops  of  others,  and  at  least 
soiling  what  they  cannot  destroy." 


But,  after  several  days,  the  fiery  rage 
of  our  rebellious  Daily  cools  down — the 
cold,  blinding  light  of  TRUTH  dawns 
— our  poor  Daily  becomes  remorseful 
and  penitent — it  breaks  doivn  and  hum- 
bly offers  this  piteous  confession: 

"When  the  (editorial)  column  ap- 
peared yesterday  it  was  a  comedy  of 
errors." 
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'''Ah,  I  live  in  Z.ion  City;  hare  you  ever 
been  there?" 

"O  yes,  I  spent  a  week  there  one  after- 
noon."^ 

ALL'S  RIGHT  WITH  THE  WORLD 

"Old  Professor  Flunkum  died  yester- 
day." 

"That  so.^     What  was  the  complaint?" 

"No  complaint  at  all,  everybody's 
quite  satisfied.  " 

■♦ 

REMINISCENCES 

Many  years  after  graduating  from  his 
alma  mater  a  professor  managed  to  ob- 
tain a  faculty  position  there.  Both  as 
a  new  member  of  the  faculty  and  as  an 
alumnus  he  visited  his  old  room  in  the 
fraternity  house. 

"Same  old  double-deckers,"  he  mut- 
tered, "same  old  bathroom,  same  old 
pictures,  same  old  carpets." 

Then  he  opened  the  door  of  another 
room  and  found  there  a  young  student 
and  a  beautiful   co-ed. 

"Er — meet  my  sister,  professor,"  said 
the  student. 

"Same  old  lies,"  muttered  the  profes- 
sor again,  backing  out  of  the  room. 


SCIENTIFIC  TREATISE 

ON  WOMAN 


SCHEMATIC. 
REPRESENT-ATIOrs/ 
OF     HUlyVANITy 
WIXH    EMPHASIS 
LA,1D     ON   THE 
FEf^ALE.. 


HO^AO    SAPIENS 
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WILLING     DNW\LLVN&     tNTELLlbEWT  iONAB 

I  ^NOTICE   sterility) 


BEAUTIFUL      NOM-BEAUTIFUL 


INTELH&EVJT     UNlNTELLlbENT 


AUTHOR'S  NOTE' 
OBSERVE  MARKED 
"TENDEhJCV  WE 
HAVE  EXHIBITED 
TX?y</ART)  LETT- 
WlNG.      IT^EAS. 


S  A  whole,  women  are  divided 
into  two  parts,  hot  and  cold,  like 
the  faucets  on  a  bathtub. 

It  is  our  opinion  that  the  cold  women 
should  be  subdivided  into  intelligent 
and  unintelligent.  It  is  in  reference  to 
these  non-productive  women  that  a  by- 
gone bard  sang:  "As  I  gaze  over  the 
unexpansive  wastes,  a  feeling  of  deep 
sorrow  inundates  me  in  rolling  swells." 

We  now  attack  the  women  who  are 
productive  of  many  possibilities:  the  re- 
ceptive type.  These  we  split  into  two, 
willing  and  unwilling.  Upon  the  un- 
willing women  we  frown  in  displeasure 
on  account  of  their  niggardliness  and 
lack  of  feeling,  and,  sighing  oxer  their 
waste,  dismiss  them — reluctantly. 


The  willing  women  next  engage  our 
feelings.  Once  the  women  are  both 
warm  and  willing,  it  becomes  a  matter 
of  splitting  hairs  to  subdivide  them. 
But  that  we  shall  do.  We  split,  there- 
fore, warm,  willing  women  into  beauti- 
ful and  non-beautiful.  By  beauty  we  do 
not  mean  well-created  or  retouched 
features,  necessarily,  but  rather  "sex  ap- 
peal," which  is  beauty  in  the  sensual 
rather  than  the  aesthetic  sense.  Instead 
of  well-created  features  we  prefer  well- 
created  legs  encased  in  lull-fashioned 
hose. 

But  we  digress.  Our  thoughts,  in  the 
words  of  the  preacher,  lay  on  higher 
and  better  things. 

The  beautiful  women  are  now  divided 
again  into  intelligent  and  unintelligent. 
This  is  mere  quibbling  because  the 
wiser  the  woman,  the  less  intelligent  she 
seems.  However,  it  is  our  personal  de- 
sires that  make  us  lay  down  this  classi- 
fication. This,  then,  is  our  ultimate  ob- 
jective. 

Left  now  with  the  warm,  willing, 
beautiful,  and  intelligent  woman,  there 
we  stay. 

W.  R. 


Say,  anyone  here  got  a 
compass?     We're  lost!" 
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POLLYANNA 


THE  STOCK  market  fell  awhile  ago, 
they  say,  but  the  members  of  the 
Junior  Commission  got  their  tele- 
grams of  congratulation  just  the  same, 
after  the  Prom  ticket  sale.  What  a 
party!     One  of  those  things  one  goes  to. 

The  first  person  in  sight  was  Kill 
Fetridge,  with  his  room-mate's  girl. 
Which  was  a  good  arrangement,  until 
the  room-mate  showed  up  a  few  hours 
later.  But  where  the  Delta  Gummas  are, 
there  Bill  Fetridge  is  at  ho  ,  He  got 
along  all  right. 

The  Wayne  Browning  tfur.  came  to 
a  head  recently.  The  lad  likes  l^i  Phis 
so  well  that  he  asked  four  of  them  to 
his  formal.  It's  about  time  for  him  to 
move  on  to  another  house. 

Hal  Woods— Loretta  White.  Well, 
for  Heaven's  sake! 

One  of  the  things  worth  seeing  would 
have  been  Sue  CJrant  and  Tiny  Engehrit 
— you  spell  it — dancing  at  the  Hamilton 
Club.  He  sat  on  the  cigarette  case  they 
gave  her,  and  the  thing  has  a  perma- 
nent wave. 

Bobbie  Lovett  is  all  sewed  up.  Pins 
hung  during  the  summer  have  a  way 
of  disappearing  about  November — just 
come  around  and  ask  us! — but  this 
Sigma  Chi  pin  stays  put.  'At's  takin' 
'em,  Bobbie! 

Another  thing  worth  seeing  at  the 
Prom — Betty  Aldrich,  the  University  of 
Nebraska's  contribution  to  N.  U.'s 
blondes,  in  that  turquoise  formal  from 
Sak's. 

REMEMBER    ART    lACQUITH? 
He  was  heard  to  tell   his  luncheon 
date  last  week  that  although  he  has 
never  proposed  marriage  to  any  woman, 
several   have   proposed  to  him. 

Fran  Nicholson  is  our  idea  of  a  knock- 
out. 

Marie  Powley  has  what  it  takes.  At 
8:30,  on  Saturday  night,  she  issues  her 
invitation  to  the  D.  G.  formal  dance. 
And  at  9:00,  by  all  that's  holy,  she  starts 
— with   her  date — for  the  function. 

The  Pi  Phis  wish  to  announce  that 
somebody,  presumably  the  same  saddle- 


colored  son  of  Senegambia  that  walked 
out  with  the  gentlemen's  haberdashery 
at  their  dance,  also  confiscated  about 
seven-eighths  of  the  sheet  music  that  the 
girls  had  been  collecting  for  the  last 
month.  Anyone  hearing  Body  and  Soul 
being  played  correctly,  please  telephone 
the  Pi  Phi  house  at  once. 

The  party  who  has  written  verse  in 
the  Tribs  Line  o  Type  for  years  under 
the  name  of  "Aborigine"  is  a  freshman 
at  school.  She's  only  seventeen.  Some- 
body asked  her:  "But  how  can  you 
write  about  such  things.'  Surely  you 
haven't  gone  through  it  all?" 

"No,"  she  sighed,  "but  I've  heard  peo- 
ple talk  about  it." 

Our  pal  Dorothy  Schmidt  is  a  nat- 
ural. She  says  she  doesn't  study  at  all, 
and  yet  she  pulls  down  A's  all  the  time. 
That's   kinda   nice. 

Harry  Moyer  says  right  out  loud  in 
English  class  that  his  technique  is  good! 
Any  bets.' 

OLD  AUNT  POLLY  is  in  a  bad 
way.  This  time  of  year  is  bad, 
anyway.  After  Christmas,  noth- 
ing to  look  forward  to  but  exams  and 
more  school.  Sleet  and  cold,  ice  and 
^'ick's  Vaporub.  The  New  Year  blues 
have  set  in,  and  nothing  makes  life 
worth  the  living  except  that  Billy  Far- 
num.  Jack  Leach,  Ed  Martin,  Lin  Lard- 
ner,  and  Frank  Marshall  are  still  on 
campus.  That  way,  we  know  it's  a  col- 
lege. 

Northwestern  has  the  rep  of  educat- 
ing good  looking  women.  Just  casting 
an  eye  about  University  FLill  huddles, 
we  point  out  with  approval  the  follow- 
ing: 

Virginia  Sales,  Gussie  Watson,  Rue 
Paula  Purcell,  Micky  McDowell,  Vir- 
ginia Eagles,  Peg  Wallace.  We  know 
right  well  they're  good  looking — as  for 
education,  we  forgot  to  ask. 

Roxy,  the  long  Delt  who  runs  the 
Purple  Pup,  is  lonesome  for  Florida. 
Take  him  in  a  palm  tree,  boys. 

Do  right  by  our  Nell — she  and  Alky 
Richardson   are   still   singing   something 


simple,  although  the  Griffiths  woman  in- 
sists that  it  makes  her  "all-a-time 
laughin'." 

Leverton,  by  the  way,  has  been  doing 
some  nice  work  this  year.  Never,  in 
four  long  and  moderately  eventful  years 
in  this  hot-bed  of  Phi  Delts,  has  the 
campus  in  general  flocked  to  see  campus- 
produced  shows.  First  House  Party  and 
then  Scrap  Boo)^.  One  more  like  that 
and  we'll  know  he's  good,  although 
Gordon  Thompson  will  be  dead  from 
over-work. 

FUNNY  HOW  litde  things  keep  the 
world  going,  isn't  it  now.'  If  it 
weren't  for  adhesive  tape  and  chew- 
ing gum,  fraternity  houses  couldn't  run 
at  all,  and  no  sorority  house  could  get 
through  a  semester  without  hairpins  and 
zinc  ointment. 

Stew  McLaughlin  used  to  run  this 
column  a  couple  of  years  ago.  We  are 
beginning  to  understand  why  he  went 
to  California  and  learned  to  fly. 

Doc  Howe  says  he  hasn't  a  past.  Just 
the  same,  he's  an  S,\E.  And  haven't 
you  noticed  how  much  Ken  Willard 
looks  like  Rudy  Vallee.'  That's  why 
they  pledged  him,  no  doubt. 

Never  mind,  people.  Wear  heavy  un- 
derwear, and  read  Dink  Garner's  col- 
umn, and  study  for  exams.  You  might 
even  try  a  little  apple-polishing,  only  not 
on  the  English  department.  They're 
cagey. 

And  when  you  get  settled,  come 
around  and  see  me — oh,  thanks  for  the 
Christmas  remembrances,  only  I  never 
wear  yellow. 

Your  Old  AUNT  POLLY. 


"You  brute,  how  could  you  stand  idly 
by  and  offer  no  help  while  that  cop  swore 
at  me?" 

"I  didn't  think  he  needed  any  help." 


THIRTEEN 


JOAN  THE 

KING  MAKER 

George  Sphaera 


JOAN'S  PRECOCITY   might   well   be   blamed   upon   Lord 
Byron's  "indecent  sun."     The  little  village  of  Domremy 
lay   in  a  warm   region   of  France,  where   maturity  came 
quickly  in  life  and  the  passions  were  restless.    Girls  there 
developed  early   and   were   married   early,   youth   there   was   a 
very  "little  summer"  indeed. 

One  should  not  be  astonished  then  that  the  visions  began 
when  Joan  was  but  thirteen.  At  first  she  was  reticent  about 
them,  fearing  the  censure  of  the  strait-laced  townspeople,  but 
finally  she  resolved  to  confide  in  her  sister.  The  latter,  it  is 
evident,  was  not  at  all  a  prude;  she  had  rather  that  more- 
than-Christian  tolerance  which  is  born  of  personal  acquaint- 
ance with  the  significant  pastimes  of  life. 
Despite   this   Joan   spoke   uneasily. 

"I  really  ought  to  tell  you.  I  had  a  vision  last  night.  Saint 
Michael  appeared.  He  was  dressed  in  white  and  all  radiant. 
And  he  was  terribly  handsome." 

"Of  course,"  said  her  sister.     "And  were  you  exalted?" 
"I   was   never  so   happy   in   my  life  before,"  said   Joan.     "I 
have   just  begun   to   live.     It   was   all    so   wonderful.     I   shall 
never  forget  it." 

"Oh  you  will,"  answered  her  sister  cynically.  "After  you've 
lived  a  while  longer  you'll  wonder  at  all  this  first  enthusiasm. 
But  you  must  be  cautious  about  what  you  say.     And  you  must 

be  very  clever.  Domremy  is 
only  a  small  town,  and  the 
good  people  ha\en't  much  to 
talk  about.  I  knou-  how  easy 
it  is  to  become  the  sport  of 
the  gossips.  And,  dear  girl, 
even  a  samt  isn't  above  sus- 
picion when  he  calls  on  a 
young  lady  too  late  in  the 
evening.  You  simply  must 
be  careful.  People  have  hail 
visions  before,   you  know." 

Joan  was  piqued.  "You're 
being  damned  maternal, "  she 
said,  "and  I  don't  like  it." 

Nevertheless  thereafter 
when  she  mentioned  her 
saintly  visitor  Joan  was  care- 
ful to  describe  him  as  being 
properly  chaperoned.  Nothing  like  keeping  one's  reputation. 
".\nd  I  saw  also  Saint  Catherine  and  Saint  Margaret,  be- 
decked as  queens  in  long  robes  softer  than  the  Meuse  in  sum- 
mer and  whiter  than  my  mother's  hair  or  the  rich  lilies  in 
the  garden." 

Joan's  mother  was  ecstatic  when  she  learned  of  her  daugh- 
ter's experience,  but  old  Jacques  d'Arc  ventured  only  a  grunt. 


"It  is  curious,  but  I  never  knew  before  your  friend  Michael's 
first  name." 

That  was  his  only  comment  then;  but  some  weeks  later, 
after  the  visions  had  become  a  part  of  the  nighdy  routine, 
after  Joan  had  almost  wearied  of  launching  the  breakfast  table 
conversation  with  an  account  of  her  latest  psychic  escapade, 
her  father  spoke  to  her  privatelv. 

"Joan,"  he  said,  "I  do  wish  you'd  tell  Mr.  Saint  Michael 
tonight  not  to  lay  his  halo  on  the  window  sill.  It's  getting 
it  all  scratched  up. " 

When  Joan  was  sixteen,  despite  her  precaution  in  providing 
a  respectable  escort  for  her  divine  companion,  Domremy  did 
begin  to  talk.  By  the  devious  ways  of  gossip  old  Jacques  was 
apprised  of  his  younger  daughter's  delinquencies.  He  was 
thereupon  wrathful. 

"I'll  drown  you  if  you  don't  obey  me.  You're  to  be  mar- 
ried, my  girl.  I've  all  the  arrangements  made.  Your  friend 
Michael  Lebuin  has  consented — I  saw  to  that — and  the  Bishop 
of  Toul  has  promised  to  cure  you  of  obstinacy." 

It  was  time  for  action.  Not  that  Joan  had  anything  against 
Michael,  but  she  didn't  fancy  the  unrelieved  monotony  of  life 
at  Domremy;  and  Michael  was  distinctly  of  that  village  and 
always  would  be.  He  lacked  perspectixe,  while  Joan  had  the 
broad  view  of  a  young  Alexander,  and  the  spirit  as  well. 

She  communicated  there- 
fore  with  "Uncle"  Durand 
Laxart,  her  cousin  by  mar- 
riage and  also  her  friend,  and 
he  persuaded  Jacques  to  let 
her  go  with  him  to  Bury  le 
Petit  that  she  might  care  for 
Durand's  wife  who  was  there 
in  confinement.  Durand  took 
her  instead  to  Robert  de  Bau- 
dricourt,  (iovernor  of  Lor- 
raine, and  from  Sire  Robert 
she  secured,  after  much  dal- 
liance, a  conduct  to  the 
Dauphin  Charles  at  Chinon. 

Charles  received  her  infor- 
mally and  listened  in  polite 
silence  to  what  she  had  to  say. 

"For  some  time  now. "  Joan 
told  him,  "I've  had  a  vision  recurring  again  and  again.  Out 
of  the  darkness  there  has  appeared  to  me  suddenly  the  fine 
fisrure  of  a  eod  or  a  king,  dressed  in  splendent  armor  and  hand- 
some  beyond  all  saying.  He  has  wavered  for  a  moment  there 
in  the  night  and  then  vanished.     What  can  it  mean.^ 

"I've  come  to  you  with  this,  for  I've  heard  that  you  are  wise 
far  beyond  ordinary  men.     I  have  heard  that  you  understand 
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the  vagaries  of  the  mind,  and  that  even  dreams  are  revealed  to 
you  in  all  of  their  hidden  meaning." 

"That's  right,"  said  Charles,  "that's  called  divination,  and 
I  do  have  what  you  might  flippantly  call  a  lay  interest " — he 
spoke  with  stressed  innuendo — "in  that  science.  But  only  time 
may  make  plain  to  you  your  dream.  Suppose  you  stay  here 
at  Chinon  for  a  while." 

Joan  was  given  a  room  that  night  in  the  tower  of  Coudray, 
and  the  next  morning  quite  by  magic  she  awoke  with  an 
understandmg  of  her  vision.  Mysteriously  but  effectively  it 
had  been  interpreted  for  her. 

Now  Charles  was  more  wonderful  than  ever. 

Joan  stayed  at  Chinon  until  April,  and,  although  the  castle 
was  dirty  and  the  Dauphin's  court  of  tinsel  elegance,  yet  at 
first  it  seemed  splendid  enough  to  Joan  with  her  peasant  up- 
bringing. But  as  the  novelty  of  her  situation  dulled  with  the 
weeks  that  passed  she  grew  more  and  more  resdess.  There 
was  all  too  little  to  do.     Charles  meant  well  and  in  his  blun- 


do?  The  odds  are  great.  As  to  my  right  to  be  king  I  agree 
with  you,  but  I  don't  see  how  it  can  be  arranged. " 

"Pooh,"  said  Joan,  "the  army's  a  joke.  With  the  old  fogies 
running  it  how  do  vou  expect  it  to  get  anywhere,  to  do  any- 
thing?" 

"Dunois  and  La  Hire  are  honorable  men.  Thev  do  all  they 
can. " 

"Pooh,"  repeated  Joan. 

"Well,  running  an  army's  a  serious  business.  Just  try  it 
someday  and  you'll  see  how  it  goes." 

Joan  was  silent  for  a  moment  and  then  an  idea  swelled  and 
filled  her  brain. 

"Just  give  me  a  chance,"  she  said  excitedly.  "Just  let  me 
have  your  old  army  for  a  while!  ' 

She  was  really  serious.  Here  was  a  chance  to  get  out  of 
godforsaken  Chinon. 

She  went  about  converting  the  Dauphin.  He  was  shocked 
at  first,  for  he  believed  that  a  woman's  place,  if  she  was  young 


dering  way  he  was  companionable,  but  Joan  had  soon  come  to  and  beautiful,  was  in  his  home.  But  after  a  while  the  idea 
realize  that  he  wasn't  overly  endowed  with  the  stuff  of  think-  came  to  appeal  to  him.  It  would  be  amusing  to  observe  what 
ing.  And  he  was  weak:  that  was  his  most  offensive  infirmity.  she  would  do.  It  couldn't  do  any  harm  to  let  her  have  the 
He  was  weak  and  prone  to  give  circumstance  carte- 
blanche,  while  Joan  was  always  architect,  as  well  as  mas- 
ter, of  her  own  fate.  To  her  belonged  the  exuberant 
strength  of  the  woman  who  knows  her  own  desires  and 
the  means  whereby  to  gratify  them.  Inevitably  she  was 
to  dominate  him. 

Whenever    she    laid    siege    he    surren- 
dered.     He     yielded     with     increasing 
celerity   as    he   learned    the    folly   of    re- 
sistance; for  her  wrath  was  a  thirty  day 
storm  and  her 
tears   were   the 
waters  that  cov- 
ered the  earth 
and    destroyed 
the  sceptics. 

Now  it  o  c- 
curred  to  Joan 
that,  although 
her  status  as  the 
Dauphin's  best 
friend  assured 
her  a  position  in 

society,  yet   if   Charles   were   to  become   king  of   France.  .  .  . 
She  let  her  fancy  run  free. 

She  set  herself  to  the  attack. 

"Charles,"  she  said  melodiously,  and  like  a  woman,  "you 
ought  by  rights  to  be  king.  You  have  the  kingship  owing  to 
you.    You  deserve  it." 

Charles  scoffed  half-heartedly,  fearful  of  what  she  was  lead- 
ing up  to. 

"Charies,  I  want  you  to  be  king.  A  man  of  your  ability 
shouldn't  waste  his  time  at  being  Dauphin.  Charies,  I  wou'd 
be  even  more  proud  of  you  if  you  were  king.  Besides" — she 
was  suddenly  inspired — "France  needs  you." 

"Well,  my  army's  doing  its  best,  but  there  are  both  the  Eng- 
lish and   the   Burgundians  to  consider.     What  can  the  army 


The  armor,  she  explained,  symbolized  rirginity.    Nothing  else  could  inspire  soldiers  so  long 
away  from  home  .  .  .  Now  they  would  follow  her. 


army,  for  it  wasn't  much  good  anyway.    And  finally 
it  would  get  Joan  out  of  the  way. 

Frankly  Charles  was  sick  of  her;  sick  of  her  eter- 
nal domination,  of  her  bullying  manner.  He  wanted 
to  do  as  he  pleased  for  a  while,  to  live  his  own  life, 
to  have  authority  at  least  at  Chinon. 

.\nd  he  had  faith  in  Joan's  temper.  What  chance 
would  the  poor  English  have  before  such  fury.'' 
He  hated  the  English.  Let  Joan  defend  him.  Let 
her  keep  the  enemy  away  from  him.  His  casrie 
must  never  be  an  Englishman's  home! 

At  least   it  would  be  an  intriguing  experiment. 

He  had  reason 
to  believe  Joan 
an  irresistible 
force,  and  thus 
far  the  English 
had  formed  an 
i  m  m  o  \'  able 
body. 

But     before 
she  \\-  e  n  t  he 
must  have  his 
joke.     Charles  was  like  that,  a  light-hearted  fellow. 

"Joan, "  he  said  to  her,  "Joan,  you  are  incomprehensible.  You 
do  honestly  move  in  a  mysterious  way.  Now  if  this  were  the 
navy  you  aspired  to  lead,  knowing  you  as  I  do  and  knowing 
the  reputation  of  the  navy,  I  could  understand.  But  it  being 
the  army  .  .  ." 

Joan  went  first  to  Poitiers  where  she  submitted  herself  for 
examination  to  Friar  Seguin,  who  represented  the  theological 
group  that  opposed  her  undertaking.  With  the  artfulness  of 
Almona,  Zadig's  friend  in  \'oltaire's  romance,  she  convinced 
him  easily  that  her  plans  were  admirable  and  her  beauty 
superb.  This  was  France,  be  it  remembered,  and  Joan  was, 
after  all,  a  very  seductive  creature. 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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"O,  I'm  so  glad  to  get  off  that  ship  and 
nalk  on  some  rice  versa  non!'' 

''Don't  be  such  an  ignoramus — you  mean 
terra  cotta." 

AT  LAST 

Villain  (on  stage):  "Ah,  now  is  the 
time  to  act." 

Gallery  Voice:  "Well,  why  don't  yuh 
start?" 


OUTSPOKEN 

"I  took  my  girl  to  church  last  Sun- 
day, and  the  usher  put  us  in  a  stall — " 

"Pew,  you  mean." 

"Yeh,  that's  what  the  people  said 
when  thcv  let  us  in." 


AN  HERETICAL  STATEMENT  WH 
AN  F  IS  A  PROFESSOR'S  FAVOF 

(AFTER  EDNA 

I    LIKE  professors — they're  so  ridiculous.  I  aye 

I  did  not  ask  for  professors 
you  did  not  ask  for  professors  ] 

the  children  in  the  streets  of  Halsted 
and  in  the  road  of  Sheridan  did  not  ask  for  professors; 
maybe  someone  asked  for  professors. 
It  is  barely  conceivable  that  Mars  is  inhabited. 
Professors  we  have,  and  we  must  accept  their  presence 
philosophically. 

I  like  professors — 

They  let  you  work  for  forty  hours 

preparing  an  outline  of  the  judicial  system 

to  be  handed   in   prompdy  at  eight  o'clock — 

Oh,  sun!     Oh.  moon!     Oh,  children  of  darkness — 

then  decide  what  they  really  wanted 

(There  is  valuable  academic  discipline  resulting  from  the  task 

which  you  performed  at  my  request) 

was  a  bibliography  of  the  Spanish  invasion  of  Cajamarca 

during  the  last  marriage  of  Henry  \TII. 

I  like  professors. 

They  serve  on  faculty  committees. 

Faculty  committees  are  necessary. 

The  horizontal  parallax  of  the  sun  is  inversely  proportional 

to  the  latitudinal  libration  of  the  satellites  of  Jupiter. 

They  determine  policies. 

Honesty  is  the  best  policy,  said  Elsie,  smiling  sweetly  at  her  father. 

I  like  professors. 

They  give  assignments. 

An  assignment  is  a  legitimate  method  of  wasting  time  that  might  otherwise — 

God  save  the  mark! — be  used  in  acquiring  an  education. 


WORST  PUN  OF  THE  YEAR 
Zoology  Note:    The  penguin  is  might- 
ier  than   the   sword-lish. 


COLLEGE 

THEME  SONG 

Smith   went   to   college — 
And  stored  up  lots  of  knowledge; 
Said  in  life  he'd  make  his  mark, 
And  in  math  became  a  shark. 

Jones  was  on  the  lootball  team. 
In   scholarship  he  was  a   scream. 
"But,"   he  said,  "all  business  finds 
Cjood  athletes — not  brilliant  minds." 

Roth   are  doing  very   well — 
l)Oth   have   high-class  bonds  to  sell. 

D.  N. 


SLIGHT   MISUNDERSTANDING 
"Lips    that    touch    liquor    shall    never 
touch  mine.  " 
"Your   lips.'" 
"Hell,  no — my  licjuor." 


LOWLY  PUN 
"Why's  your  face  so  red.?" 
"  'Cause. " 
""Cause   why.'" 
"Causemetics. " 


APT  SIMILE 
Director    of    college    plav     (to    co-ed 
heroine):     "Register  rage!     Rage!     Act 
like   you  were  a  football   star  who   had 
to  pav  for  a  meal!" 
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DESERVES  AN  F;  WHAT  IS  AN  F; 
LETTER;  WHAT  IS  A  PROFESSOR 

KENT  MILLAY) 

lett  I  like  professors. 

They  lock  classroom  doors  at  one  minute  after  eight, 
turning  helpless  students  out  into  the  cold  to  sleep. 
If  a  professor  arrives  at  a  class  fourteen  minutes  late, 
students  with  the  proper  spirit  will  wait  indefinitely. 

I  like  professors. 

They  give  lectures. 

Lectures  are  groups  of  facts  made  up  of  the  personal  opinions  of  professors. 

The  theory  of  diminishing  productivity  of  the  marginal  utility  of  a  monopoly 

under  the  communistic  order  is  competitive. 

I  like  professors. 

They  write  textbooks. 

Textbooks  help  prevent  poverty  among  the  lower  classes. 

You  never  saw  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa  key  in  a  pawnshop. 

I  like  professors. 

They  grade  on  the  curve  system,  if  you  sit  on  the  front  row. 

Students  who  are  enthusiastic  over  the  conjugation  of  an  irregular  French  verb 

promise  a  brilliant  future,  and  merit  A's. 

Cosine  alpha  cosine  beta  times  sine  alpha  cosine  beta  equals  tangent  alpha. 

I  like  professors. 

They  interfere  with  college  lite,  but  they  are  necessary; 
A  university  must  have  someone  to  attend  taculty  teas. 
Poetry  is  emotion  recollected  in  tranquillity. 

I  like  professors — 

Let's  give  a  loco  for  professors — 

Just  a  little  loco — 

I  like  professors. 

They  are  the  nicest  people  in  Who's  Who! 


ANNOUNCEMENT 
New    parlor   ga?ne:      Button,    button, 
here   come   the   folks. 


ANOTHER  ONE  OF  THESE 
In   a   charity   drive   the   chairman   an- 
nounced   that    no    one    could    leave    the 
hall  until  he  had  subscribed  |100. 

Immediately     a     Scotchman     tainted, 
and  four  Jews  carried  him  out. 


QUITE  SUFFICIENT 
"I   want  to   know   if   I   have  grounds 
for  divorce." 

"Are   you   married  ? " 

"Yes." 

"Of  course  you  have." 


WITH  UKULELE 

ACCOMPANIMENT 

Betty  Coed  is  scared  before  her  finals, 
Betty  Coed  has  never  learned  her  Eng- 
lish   Lit, 
Betty   Coed's   a   flop   in   Economics, 
In    chemistry   she   finds    her   knowledge 

nit. 
Betty  Coed's  a  smile  for  her  professors. 
Their    hearts   are   hard;    "She   shall    not 

pass,"    they    said, 
Betty  Coed  has  got  to  make  her  grades 

this  term. 
Or   Northwestern   may   be   minus   Betty 
Coed. 

J.V. 


VirCMNiA  GArctA 


*'5o  you're  going  to  prison  for  life,  eh?" 
"O  no!     Just  frotn  now  on." 

PRECOCITY 

"Johnny,    go     wash     your    face    and 
neck." 

"Neck  who,  ma?" 


TRUE  TO  TYPE 
"Why  do  you  let  that  dog  eat  all  that 
fruit  off  your  stand.?" 

"How  can   I   help  it.'      He's  a  police 

dog."  ^ 

MUST  BE  COMMERCE 
GRADUATE 
"How   much  for  this  radio.'" 
"Fifty    dollars    cash." 
"How   much   on   payments?" 
"Sixty-five  dollars;  fifty  dollars  down 
and  three  (.iollars  a  week  for  five  weeks." 


SEVENTEEN 


P  U  R  P  L  E/^P  A  R  ROT 


^^ 


THE  NEW 

SHOW 

A.  A.  EDELSON 


M 


R.  MILNE'S  best  manner  goes 
into  the  entirely  charming  ro- 
mantic comedy,  Michael  and 
Mary.  It  would  seem  that  the  autlior 
made  the  play  from  a  number  of  loose 
ends  lying  about  his  hies — bigamy, 
blackmail,  accidental  murder,  a  cooketi 
up  explanation  that  fools  Scoriand  Yard, 
the  romantic  progress  of  a  best-selling 
novelist,  an  impulsive  marriage  after  a 
party — but  they  are  put  into  dialog  in 
that  fragile,  capricious,  Barry-like  way 
that  is  sometimes  Mr.  Milne's. 

For  Madge  Kennedy  the  first  two 
scenes  are  as  lovely  as  a  sketch  by  Kath- 
erine  Mansfield.  First,  in  1906,  she  is 
a  deserted  wife  who  comes  for  consola- 
tion to  the  bleak  insides  of  the  British 
Museum.  Michael,  a  beginning  writer, 
otherwise  Terence  Neill,  a  fine  actor, 
shares  his  200  pounds  with  her.  A  year 
later  they  are  as  happy  as  fools  in  a 
rooming  house.  A  splendid  scene  in 
which  he  tells  how  novel  number  one 
was  sold.  In  1919  .Mary's  first  husband 
turns  up.  Palm  extended.  Michael 
gives  him  the  bum's  rush  and  the  fellow 
crumbles.  Heart  disease.  An  exciting 
scene  in  which  Michael  and  Mary  patch 
up  a  story  to  hide  their  bigamous  rela- 
tion ( they've  got  a  young  David  at 
school).  A  yet  better  scene  in  which 
Michael  acts  two  parts  of  the  artificial 
version  of  the  death.  In  the  last  act, 
in  a  wealthy  Chelsea  home  in  1930, 
David,  the  son,  confesses  an  elopemen'. 
I  couldn't  sec  why  Michael  should  get  as 
proud  as  a  hen  because  his  son  was  so 
impulsive.  "And,  Mary,  he's  got  a 
job!!!"  It  is  a  play  with  an  unusual 
number  of  exc]uisite  scenes. 

Luigi  Pirandello,  who  has  written  the 
fourth  play  of  the  Dramatic  League's 
season,  is  a  noted  experimentalist.  Ju- 
dith Anderson  will   star   in  the  play. 

THERE  IS  an  uncanny  qualitv  about 
the     appropriateness     of     Lysistrata 
(Majestic).     Spright    and    free    and 
funny  and  fresh  as  though   it  hat!  been 


written  day  before  yesterday  and  yet 
2342  years  old.  But  not  suggestive 
enough  to  have  been  composed  so  re- 
cently. Further,  the  innovations  in  the 
business  of  stage  love  credited  to  Mr.  Al 
Woods  are  nowhere  evident  in  this 
Cireek  burlesque  (thanks  to  the  presum- 
ably less  inhibited  customs  of  a  great 
civilization  long  past.) 

In  Lysistrata  the  women  of  .Vthens 
and  Sparta  decide  to  end  a  bothersome 
war  by  denying  their  men  the  use  of 
their  charms  until  the  murderous  silli- 
ness ceases.  There  seems  to  be  some- 
thing that  attracts  in  "those  endearing 
young  charms."  for  after  a  brief  series  of 


B-8UT     HOW    CAr 
WE     BECOfAE     BIG 

women;     if    we 
sleep    alone?' 


Lampito  and  Kaloniha  in  "LYSISTRATA" 

yowls  the  men  surrender.  For  the  most 
of  these  women  the  use  of  this  negative 
weapon  deprives  them  of  their  foremost 
pleasure  and,  we  are  led  to  suspect,  chief 
household  activity.  Consequently  their 
anguish,  and  particularly  the  lamenta- 
tions of  an  early  ancestor  of  the  musical 
comedy  juvenile,  who  wants  her  men, 
is  a  wonder  to  behold. 

The  paradox  of  the  play  is  that  its 
guileless  treatment  is  so  old  and  yet  so 
distant  in  the  luture  lor  us.     The  blush- 


less  candor  of  its  sexful  lines  is  to  most 
of  the  American  stage  as  a  country  girl 
of  fifteen  years  ago  was  to  a  houseful  of 
leering  harlots.  There  are  broad  winks 
here,  but  no  painted  lubricity.  There 
are  superb  lines  like  "Men,  let's  storm 
these  breastworks"  and  the  one  in  the  ad- 
joining cartoon,  but  none  are  even  re- 
motely oHensive.  Du  Maurier,  I  be- 
lieve, once  told  how  woman  loses  every 
weapon  against  man  when  she  discards 
her  clothes.  Analogously,  .Aristophanes 
reveals  the  potency  of  woman's  will 
when  the  man  allows  her  to  bully  him 
just  a  few  seconds  longer  than  he  can 
stand  bullying.  On  the  score  of  joking 
irreligiously  with  their  passions  and 
stripping  bare  their  one  fundamental 
method,  several  prudent  ladies  in  the 
audience  might  feel  uneasy.  This  is  the 
one  offence  in  this  glib  masterpiece. 

H.yy  FEl'ER  is  English  boredom 
and  rudeness  written  up  by  Noel 
Coward,  who  probably  was  too 
busy  with  musical  shows  to  bring  to  a 
fitting  climax  and  end  this  not  too  skil- 
ful play  about  a  week  end  scramble.  The 
dialog  is  humorous  and  racy,  funny  lines 
jumping  out  frequently.  Margaret 
W'vcherlv,  guest  player,  has  a  huge  role 
as  a  retired  actress — a  coloratura  actress 
— whose  temperament  survives  the  end 
of  her  career.  She  is  Fanny  Cavendish 
of  The  Royal  Family,  thirty  years 
younger.  I  would  see  this  play  for  Miss 
Wycherlys  performance.  She  attitudi- 
nizes all  over  the  place,  flowing  facilely 
from  one  part  to  another. 

MR.  HODCE'S  new  comedy  which 
he  wrote  for  himself  was  taken 
by  the  audience  I  sat  with  as  a 
matter  to  laugh  and  wheeze  over.  In 
The  Old  Rascal  (Garrick)  Mr.  Hodge  is 
a  rural  judge  whose  million  dollars  in 
oil  money  and  whose  last  few  kicks  are 
being  spent  in  red-painting  Broadway. 
It  becomes  evident  that  Mr.  Hodge  has 
been  seeing  plays  and  reading  the  pa- 
]iers,  for  the  comedy  includes  a  black- 
mailing lady  who  selects  the  old  rascals 
bed  as  a  nice  place  in  which  to  be  photo- 
graphed, a  couple  of  natural  babies  on 
the  horizon,  a  gang  of  crooks,  a  gunman 
(  1930  brand),  knockout  drops  and 
plenty  other  indications  that  this  veteran 
of  more  than  3S  years  is  in  step. 


EIGHTEEN 


PURPLE  f^  PARROT 


"And  here  again,  sir,  Einstein  becomes 
a  trifle  careless." 

"Dear  Sir:  We  have  received  your 
announcement  of  your  plans  for  an 
evangelistic  campaign  in  our  fair  city. 
In  fulfilling  your  request  for  the  names 
of  our  citizens  especially  in  need  of 
prayer,  we  are  forwardmg  a  copy  of  the 
city  directory." 

THE  KEY-NOTE  OF 

ALL  SUCCESS 

A  NOTED  lecturer  was  invited  to 
lecture  to  the  graduating  class  of 
the  Commerce  School  on  "Financial 
Success  in  Life."  As  he  entered  the 
great  lecture  hall  he  noticed  the  word 
"PUSH"  on  the  door,  and  was  struck 
by  an  idea  for  the  inauguration  of  his 
speech. 

He  mounted  the  platform  and  all 
ears  waited  expectantly  for  his  opening 
words.  Solemnly  he  gazed  down  at  the 
vast  multitude  of  faces  and  burst  forth: 

"The  key-note  for  a  financial  success 
in  Life  consists  of  but  one  word;  you 
have  all  seen  it  time  and  again  as  you 
have  filed  into  this  great  room.  A  fit- 
ting slogan  for  this  great  inst  tution, 
there  it  stands  emblazoned  on  that 
door!" 

All  eyes  turned  to  the  door  he  so 
majestically  pointed  to,  and  there  stood 
the  word  "PULL." 


DIGNITY  BE  DAMNED 

OR 

J.  T.  HATFIELD 


A  REMARKABLE  thing  about 
Dr.  "Bitten,  bat,  gebeten"  Hat- 
field is  that  he  is  a  teacher. 
He  might  better  have  been  an  actor,  a 
variety  performer,  a  piccolo  player, 
a  sailor,  a  sultan.  Anything.  A  gran- 
diloquent senator.  A  grandeloquent 
diplomat.  And  he  is  a  teacher.  This, 
to  the  freshness  and  enter- 
t  a  i  n  m  e  n  t  of  some  forty 
years  of  Northwestern  stu- 
dents. 

Few    of    us    can    diagnose 
the   Hatfield   method.     It   is 
a  Hatfield  method.     I  might 
say   it   is   very   Hatfield. 
Few  of   us   can   explain         I 
the  gushing  vivacity  of 
a  class  of  students  after 
a    deft    catechism    like 
this:    "Why  was  the 
man  buried.'     Be- 
cause   he   w  a  s     ^^^ 
dead."     I 
looks     simple 
in  print.     But 
imagine  a   real 
actor  up  there,  posing  these 
seemingly    simple    ques- 


new  electric  train,  he  takes  to  it.  A 
happy  youngster  that  roars,  yet  with 
stentorian  dignity,  that  pounces  on  a 
neat  phrase,  that  lauds  a  deft  expression, 
that  squelches  tactfully  a  particularly 
stupid  remark.  Affluent  speech.  Natu- 
ral tricks  to  cajole  appreciation  of  the 
sweep  of  Schiller.  Chivalrous,  courte- 
ous gallantry.  Late-\'ic- 
torian.  But  so  too  was 
Oscar  Wilde.  Look  at 
those  hawk  eyes.  They've 
got  a  bead  on  you. 
They're  alive.  The  en- 
tire man  is  alive.  Those 
eyes  are  affable  eyes,  not 
shrewd,  cold,  starched, 
d  i  g  n  if  ied 
ones.  They 
find  time  to 
ook  at  you. 
And  how  they 
ork  when  he 
busts  into  a  laugh, 
laughter, 
m  o  u  t  h 
shut  when 
the  laughs  begins,  but 
how   the   eyes   work! 


Real 
U  1 


tions,   jockeying  everybody          I  /  \  \              eyes.     Anxious,    too,    tf 

into    position,    and    acting  /      y  \      \            e\ervone    catch    the    felicito 

the  answer.     See  this      ^^  /  ^  \      V                          twist  of  the  sub 

Hatfield    asking  "^  ^           '      „      ,       point.      Subtletv 


w  hen  tobacco-spat- 
ting Elizabeth  of 
England  died.  See 
him  as  he  gets  the 
correct  answer, 
"1603."  Now  see  him  as  he  puts  across 
his  profound  point:  "A  very  good  v\ay 
to  remember  this  extremely  important 
date  is  to  memorize,  'In  1603  the  Queen 
died.' "  More  laughter.  Real  laughter. 
No  courteous  hee-haws  or  female  squeals 
of  glee.  Thenceforth,  anytime  he  of- 
fers this  particular  gem  of  wisdom,  al- 
ways with  proper  histrionic  effects,  the 
class  evinces  a  fresh  happiness.  Every- 
one comes  to  be  at  ease.  This,  I  think, 
is  the  art  of  teaching. 

There   is   litde   doubt   that   he   enjoys 
his  classwork.    Like  a  youngster  and  his 


"Icimc's  Tuft  HiUfield.  Ph.  D. 
Years  of  teaching:  4i! 
Versed  is  he  from  A  to  Z 
In  ti'iles  and  tvhims  of  sttidentry 


Merry 
that 
tous 
de 
point.  suLitiety  he 
prizes.  (It  is  like 
being  alert  to  say  the 
right  thing  at  the 
right  time.)  Even  in 
the  explosive  humor 
there  is  a  refined  point.  This  is  lames 
Taft  Hatfield,  king  of  a  passing  kind  of 
joviality,  linguist,  musician,  critic,  editor, 
raconteur,  protean  humorist. 

Panegyric  be  damned.  A  man's  got 
to  have  faults  before  we  can  be  comfort- 
able with  him.  Prof.  Hatfield  hides  his 
faults,  but  shows  his  hobbies.  A 
crackling,  gleaming  fireplace  and  coffee 
at  four.  A  1502  Erasmus  edition. 
Pecking  at  a  pianoforte  score.  Inde- 
pendent but  not  conspicuous  manner- 
isms of  dress.  Good  God,  no — he's  not 
Chesterfieldian.    He's  Hatfield.   A.  .1.  E. 


NINETEEN 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


A  PSYCHOLOGICAL 

PLAYLET 


CAST  OF  CHARACTERS: 

Dr.  Stevie,  a  psych  prof Himself 

His  Sub-conscious  Mmd Irv  Breger 

SUB-CONSCIOUS:     Damn  it!    You  did  it  again— libeled 
my  character  in  your  class  today! 
Dr.  Stevie:    But  I  .  .  . 

Sub:  Shut  up!  You've  done  it  altogether  too  much.  You 
and  your  damn  fellow-Freudians.  You  think  you  can  stand 
up  in  front  of  124  people  and  blandly  say  "The  sub-conscious 
mind  is  the  seat  of  all  ignoble,  base,  and  vicious  instincts  of 
the  human  organism;  we  must  keep  it 
ever  suppressed  if  we  wish  to  become 
upright  and  worthy  .  .  .".'  You  think 
I  like  that?  Me — and  all  I've  done  for 
you! 

Doc:  Now  listen,  you  know  I've  got 
to  rationalize  the  evil  conduct  of  man, 
so  what  if  I  do  blame  it  on  you?  No 
one  ever  sees  you  or  anything.  Besides, 
what  have  you  ever  done  for  me  that 
was  not  downright  bad? 

Sub:  What!  Such  ingratitude!  "Who 
carries  on  your  lecture  for  you  so  you 
can  apply  your  Conscious  on  that  blonde 
baby's  legs  in  the  front  row?  Me!  I 
take  over  your  vocal  mechanism  and 
rattle  off  your  thoughts. 

Doc:  Yes,  and  how  often  have  you 
made  me  ridiculous  by  saying  some  fool 
thing  I'd  never  say  consciously?     Too  many  times,  I  think. 

Sub:  Well,  do  you  think  I  enjoy  shooting  out  a  lot  of 
blasphemy  on  my  good  name?  To  keep  hearing  what  a  low- 
down  louse  I  am  is  too  much  for  me.  Besides,  you've  got  to 
take  your  attention  off  that  baby  some  time  and  give  me  a 
chance.    Not  a  bad  pair  of  pins  on  that  babe  at  that,  eh,  what? 

Doc:  I'll  say!  And  did  you  get  that  luring  curve  when 
she  has  her  legs  crossed?     Mmmmmmmm! 

Sub:  And  say,  when  she  crossed  her  legs  today — O  baby! 
Did  you  see — ? 

Doc:  Here,  here,  now.  Enough  of  that;  and  yet  you  pro- 
test if  you're  called  base  and  ignoble. 

Sub:  Aw,  come  now.  Where  do  you  get  that  high-toned 
morality?  What  are  you — a  Methodist  minister?  Anyway, 
Stevie  my  boy,  I'm  going  to  direct  your  thoughts  elsewhere 
hereafter  in  that  class. 

Doc:  Say,  can't  a  man  look  at  a  pair  of  limbs  without  your 
getting  all  excited?  Not  much  fun  in  shooting  a  lot  of  bunk 
to  124  pasty-faced,  dumb-looking  sheep. 

Sub:  Well,  I'm  weakening  for  that  babe  myself,  and  if  I 
ever  give  way  as  your  weak  Conscious  has,  why,  it  would  be 
the  ruin  of  us  both  .  .  .  and  her,  too.  So  we've  got  to  direct 
our  attention  elsewhere. 


Doc:  Ah,  come  on  now,  be  a  good  fellow — let  me  have 
my  little  joy  in  life. 

Sub:    All  right,  all  right!     You'll  be  stirring  up  a  Conflict  in 
a   minute,  and  God   knows   there   isn't  enough   room   for  me 
alone  in  this  cramped  mind  of  yours  without  bringing  in  an- 
other resident.     So  have  your  thoughts  on  her  and  be  damned. 
Doc:     Thanks  kindly. 

Sub:  Well,  Stevie  old  duck,  such  kindness  on  my  part  de- 
serves a  little  drink  or  two. 

Doc:  Now  listen,  you  know  I've  set  my  Will  on  being  a 
law-abiding  citizen,  and  I  mean  that,  too! 

Sub:  You  and  your  damn  Will!  1 
never  did  like  that  upright,  holier-than- 
thou  Pharisee.  Looks  on  me  like  I  was 
the  lowest  tripe  out — say,  I  bet  he's  the 
one  telling  you  to  slam  me  around  in 
your  class! 

Doc:  Here,  here,  now.  I'll  have  you 
know  that  it's  my  Will  that's  placed  me 
where  I  am  today:  one  of  the  country's 
leading   psychologists  .  .  . 

Sub:  One  of  the  country's  leading 
asses,  if  you  ask  me.  Every  time  you 
and  I  could  have  a  grand,  hot  tune  that 
damn  Will  butts  in — you  listen  to  him — 
and  the  party's  oft.  Come  on  now, 
Stevie  old  horse,  let's  show  the  guy  up 
and  have  a  real,  he-man  tmie.  Grab 
out  the  bottle,  Stevie  me  lad! 

Doc:     Well — I  don't  remember  where 
1  left  it,  anyway.    And  I  think  it's  gone,  at  that. 

Sub:  O,  so  your  Mr.  Will  thinks  he  can  spoil  our  good 
time  by  making  you  forget?  O,  you  can't  fool  me  that  way, 
Mr.  Will!  Well,  smarty,  I'll  show  you  who's  in  charge  of 
poor  Stevie  here.  Now  listen,  my  dear  Stevie,  you  get  that 
bottle  oft  the  third  shelf  where  you  stuck  it  last  time  when 
you  heard  footsteps  in  the  hall,  or  I'll  never  let  you  look  at 
a  female  again! 

Doc:  We — ell,  I  guess  a  little  snifl  won't  hurt  me.  All 
right,  here  goes  .  .  . 

Sub:  Atta  kid,  Stevie  old  bum.  all  right,  a  real  snifter 
now  .  .  .  ahhhhhh  .  .  .  say,  didn't  that  rip  all  our  neurones 
apart?  C'mon,  Ste\ie,  'nother  one  .  .  .  wheeeeeeeh  .  .  .  good 
ol'  Shte\ie  .  .  .  besh  HI  pshycholuzshish  inna  country  .  .  . 
hie  .  .  . 

Doc:  Yesh,  shir!  Besh  lil  pshycholuzshish  inna  whole 
worl',  an'  wiz  one  ban'  tied  behin'  hish  back!   .  .  .  hie  .  .  . 

Sub:  Yesh,  shir — an'  wiz  l?otii  ban's  tied  behin'  hish 
back  .  .  . 

Doc:     Yesh,  shir,  an'  .  .  .  an'  .  .  .  well,  I'm  gonna  shleep. 
Sub:     Me  too  .  .  .  hie  .  .  .  goo'ni'  lil  Shtevie-eevie  .  .  . 
Doc:     Goo'ni'  lil  Shubby-wubby  .  .  .  hie  .  .  .  besh  ...  lil 
.  .  .  pshycoluzshish  .  .  .  inna  .  .  .  whole  .  .  .  worl'  .  .  . 
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.^^ 


"Well,   if   daddy's   a 

politician,   what   does   that   make   me?" 

^^ Wealthy,   dear." 


yE  GOODE 

OLDE  DAYS 


FEMININE  MUSINGS 
ON  FINALS 

'Tis     the     night     heforc     tinals    antl     all 

through  the  dorm 
Long    neglected    studies    are    taken    by 

storm. 
Many     the     maidens     who     mourntully 

shriek. 
"Alas,  it   I'd  only  studied  my  Greek, 
I    know    Beta,    Sig    .\lph.    Phi    Psi    and 

Delt    Sig, 
l)Ut   not  the  (Jreek   verbs,  nor  even   my 

trig. 
I    can't    trace    the   causes    leading   up   to 

the  war, 
I  cut  history  often,  I  thought  it  a  bore. 

Alas,  at   V 's*  too  olten   I   dined 

Spent  hours  o'er  stuulaes:  thought  profs 

would  be  kind. 
When   Dad  sees  my  grade  slips,  it's  out 

lor  a   job, 
I'll   inidge  the  streets  vainly — be  one  of 

the    mob. 
For  1  know  that  It's  true  he'll  be  greatly 

annoyed, 
NN'Ikii    I    (.|uit    school,   there's   one    more 

unemployed. 

/.   V. 
*Name    ol     popular    eating     ioint     in 
Evanston. 


LOY.\LTY 
"Oy,   I    am   dying — send   for   a   priest 

quveeck." 

"\'at,  Abie,  you  don't  \aiit  a  rabbi."  " 
"1    should   gif   heem    smallpox.'      C"all 

for  a   priest." 


MODERN  EDUCATION  presents 
a  most  optimistic  and  promising 
view  for  the  future  when  contrasted  to 
the  situation  as  found  some  time  back. 
The  college  catalogue  of  St.  Cyr,  France, 
(for  the  daughters  of  the  nobility),  pub- 
lished about  200  years  ago,  brings  to 
light  some  intriguing  aspects  of  the 
contemporary  educational  facilities.  This 
statement  is  made  therein: 

"Pupils  are  entitled  to  have  one  set 
of  underclothing,  one  pair  of  stockings, 
and  two  handkerchiefs  per  month. 

"TOWELS:  Pupils,  one  everv  week; 
nuns,  one  everv  two  weeks. 

"FOOTBATHS:  Pupils,  one  a  month; 
nuns,  only  by  special  authoritv  of  the 
superior. 

"COMPLETE    B.\THS:      Three    a 

year   (May,  June,   July).     Pupils  unable 

to  take  their  bath  on  the  appointed  day 

must   wait   until   the   following   month." 

(W'aihmgton  State  Architect) 


FISHY  TALE 

"There's  a  man  at  the  duor  with  a 
package  labeled  C.  O.  D." 

"Tell  him  to  take  it  back;  I  orderetl 
trout." 


UNFINISHED  SY.MPHONY 
1:     "Mv  father's  got  chickens  that  lay 
eggs  every  day." 

2:  "That's  nothing;  my  father's  a 
college  president  and  he  lays  corner- 
stones every  week. " 

3:  "Well,  my  father's  an  ice-man, 
and  he — "  all  right,  we'll  stop  this  right 
now. 


Unjortmiatc  Sinner:    -Well,   I   bet   this   is   gonna   he  a   real  good  lesson   for 
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MODERNISTIC 

LOVE  BALLAD 

Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  love; 
We'll  plunder  all  the  treasure  trove 
That  Rubinstein's  and  Marshall   Field's 
And  also  Saks  Fifth  Avenue  yields. 

And  we  will  gaze  upon  the  rocks 
That  Warren  Piper  feeds  his  flocks; 
Through  Peacock's  glittering  array, 
We'll  spend  a  nice  expensive  day. 

And  I  will  buy  thee  Fischer's  roses — 
Flocks  of  London's  fragrant  posies — 
A  cap  of  flowers  and  a  kirtle — 
Send  thee  telegraphic  myrtle. 

Gowns  made  of  the  finest  silk, 
Of  the  genuine  silk  worm  ilk; 
Weathereds  slippers  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  Spies  Brothers'  gold. 

A  belt  of  silver  ivy  buds. 
And  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs; 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  love. 

A  Duesenberg  shall  sway  and  swing 
For  thy  delight  each  May  morning. 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  move. 
Then  live  with  me  and  be  mv  love. 


TRUE  STORY 

"Ah,  madam,  is  that  not  your  cute 
itty   bitty   kitty   there?" 

"I  beg  your  pardon?" 

"I  said  isn't  that  pretty  little  kitten 
yours  ? " 

"What  was  that?" 

"Aw  hell,  isn't  that  your  goddam 
cat?" 


KNEW  NO  BETTER 
Deceased    Chicagoan    (in    the    Here- 
after):     "Well,    well,    well,    so    this    is 
Heaven.     Certainly  is  a  wonderful  place 
all  right!" 

Spirit  voice:     "Shhh,  this  isn't  Heav- 
en!" 


LOST  AND  FOUND 
"  'Artford,    'Artford,"    called    out    the 
conductor. 

"You've  dropped  an  'h,' "  said  a  pas- 
senger. 

"That's  hall   right,  sir,  we'll   pick  hit 
up  hat  Hamherst." 


'6  ft  miQ 


icxujiL.yy^Od^ui^ 


He    (renowned   tnulti-tnillionaire):    **/'m   sorry,   my   dear — it   must   be   the   beast   in   me/* 


SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED 
"Sir,   your   paper   printed   a   notice   of 
my  death.     I  demand  a  correction." 

"Sorry,  but  it  is  against  our  policy  to 
make  any  corrections.  But  we'll  stick 
you  in  the  'Births'  column  tomorrow  so 
your  friends  won't  be  surprised  to  see 
you." 


Prophecy  iti  the  Scriptures  of  Isaiah, 
foretelling  the  Age  of  Automobiles: 

"In  that  day  the  Lord  shall  take  away 
the  glory  of  their  tinkling  ornaments, 
their  round  tires  like  the  moon,  their 
hoods  and  chains  and  veils  and  mufHers, 
and  instead  of  sweet  incense  there  shall 
be   stink." 


PUN 
Is    she    opinionated?       Say,    she    has 
fallen    arches    from    taking    stands    on 
questions! 


"Hah,  I  feel  like  a  two-year-old." 
"Horse  or  egg?" 

MODERNISTIC 

MOTHER  GOOSE 

1 

Little   Bo-Pcep  she   lost   her  chic 

.\nd   didn't   know   where  to  find   it. 

So  she  jumped  o'er  the  hurdle 
And   bought   her  a  girdle 

.\nd  hid  her  shape  behind  it. 
2 

Little  Miss  Muffet 

Decided   to   rough   it, 
And  sat  on  a   park   bench   one   day. 

A  boy  there  espied   her 
And   sat   down   beside   her. 

Did    it    scare    her?      I'll    have    to    say 
"Nay." 

/.   W. 
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'O,  so  that's  how  the  cat  caught  athlete's  foot! 


OLD-TIME  RIDDLE 
"What's     the     diflerence     between     a 

snake  and  a  flea?" 

"A  snake  crawls  on  its  own  stomach, 

but  a  flea's  not  so  particular." 


MORONIAN 


FICHTING  IRISH 

Member  of  the  Notre  Dame  football 
team  (leaning  out  of  train  window): 
"I  say  there,  sir,  what  place  is  this?" 

"This  is  Seattle." 

"Tut,  tut.  Cut  out  the  details.  What 
continent  are  we  on?  " 


EPIC 

Just  as  the  great  clock  struck  one  these 

two  met. 
On  her  face  was  an  exc]uisite  mole. 
Neither  liked  spinach  but  do  not  forget 
It's   a  custom   in   Old   Espagiiol. 

What,  though  we  get  both  the  dry  days 

and  wet. 
Does  it  matter  on  Fridays  to  trout? 
Solemnly  wiping  his  eyes,  the  boss  said: 
"He   can't    pay    his    bill?      Throw    him 

out!" 


As  any  good  banker   will   icU    you,  my 

friends. 
If  you  wish  to  have  you  must  save; 
And  soon  the  dead  man   must  realize 
That    his   situation    is   grave. 

D.  N. 


CONGRATULATIONS! 

Mr.  Goldstein's  wife  was  quite  ill. 
He  brought  her  to  a  physician  and 
awaited  the  diagnosis.  Fmally  the  doc- 
tor  informed    Mr.   Croldstein: 

"The  condition  of  your  wife  is  due 
to  too  little  juices  in  the  stomach." 

With  joy  Mr.  Goldstein  rushed  out 
and  announced  to  all  that  he  was  soon 
to  be  the  father  of  twins. 


SERIES  NO.  94.» 
Mr.  MacKenzie  (to  son  who  has  fallen 
out  of  third  balcony  into  orchestra  cir- 
cle):    "For  the  Lord's  sake,  laddie,  coom 
out  o'  those  expensive  seats  right  c]uick." 


SERIES  NO.  9434— AND  FINAL 
Another  Scotchman  found  a  fly  in  his 
coflee.     Holding  the  creature  above  the 
cup  he  wrung  it  quite  thoroughly,  and 
then  cast  it  aside. 


LETTERS  TO  THE 

MOVIE  EDITOR 

Dear  Editor: 

I  think  the  talkie  "The  Tails  of  Hoff- 
mann" was  a  great  success.  I  think 
that  Dead  Eye  Dick  was  a  good  villain 
with  his  big  hair  and  red  teeth. 

Coo  Coo  Koozie. 

Dear  Editor: 

I  saw  and  heard  "Willies  Wiles"  the 
other  nite  with  my  boy  friend.  The 
best  scene  was  the  one  where  the  boy 
with  the  red  tie  asked  the  villain  if  his 
nose  was  shiny. 

Lh  Lit. 

Dear  Editor: 

"The  Road  to  Roam  "  is  a  good  talkie 
but   I    don't   see   why   Mae's   father   got 
mad.     She  was  married  to  the  guy. 
Dizzie  Lizzie. 

Dear  Editor: 

I  liked  the  talkie  "Tillie's  Tiddlings." 
Wasn't  it  sweet  the  way  John  kissed  his 
wife  when  he  came  unexpectedly  from 
off  the  road  in  time  for  lunch?  But 
gee  Ed,  I'll  never  forget  the  expression 
on  his  face  when  the  new  maid  came 
down  after  lunch  and  told  him  that  his 
pajamas  were  still  laying  where  he  took 
them  oft  last  nite. 

Windy    Willie. 


George   Washington — the   god   of  the 
Credit  Men!     He  left  a  farewell  address. 


A'S 

(With  the  Usual  to  Sergt.  Kilmer) 

I  fear  that  I  shall  never  lay 
Low  the  lovely  mark  of  A. 

An    .\   that   will    not   get   disease 
From  keeping  company  with  E's; 

An  A  that  shouts  that  I  am  wise 
Because   it  pays   to   advertise; 

An  A  that  irons  out  all  ills, 

And  gladilens  Pa  who  pavs  the  bills; 

Whose  act]uisition  leaves   me  time, 
Exam  exempt,  to  write  this  rhyme. 

I,  tool,  will   get  my  E  today. 
But  onlv  grinds  can   make  an  A. 

D.N. 
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The  neiv  Chevrolet  Sport  Roadster  photographed  on  the  Harvard  campus  near  Johnson  Gate  with  Alassachusetts  Hall  in  the  background 


An  inexpensive  ear  of  eliaraeter  and  quality 


The  new  Chevrolet  Six  has 
introduced  modern  style,  per- 
formance and  comfort  to  the 
low-price  field.  Here's  an  inexpensive  car 
complete  in  fine-car  qualities.  The  engine 
is  a  fifty-horsepower  valve-in-head  six!  And 
it  is  built  to  deliver  the  snappiest,  smoothest 
kind  of  performance — and  do  it  at  lower  cost 
per  mile  than  any  standard  car  on  the  mar- 
ket.    Just  drive  this  new  Chevrolet  and  see 


what  a  thoroughly  capable  performer  it  is. 
The  new  Fisher  bodies  of  the  new  Chevrolet 
are  smarter,  roomier  and  more  attractively 
finished  and  fitted  than  any  Chevrolet  has 
ever  offered.  They  are  built  of  hardMood-and- 
steel  and  are  specially  insulated  against  heat, 
cold  and  noise.  The  new  Chevrolet  Six  is  the 
present-day  version  of  economical  transpor- 
tation— smart,  SM'ift,  quiet  and  capable — a 
fine  car,  priced  within  the  reach  of  every  buyer. 


Chevrolet  prices  range  from  $475  to  $650,  J.  o.b.  Flint,  Midi.,  Special  Equipment  Extra 
Chevrolet  Motor  Company,  Detroit,  Michigan,  Division  of  General  Motors  Corporation 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  American    Value 
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BOOKS    OF 
THE   MONTH 


Margaret  Kiner^  Editor 


THE  GLORY  OF 
THE  NIGHTINGALES 

Edwin  Arlington  Robinson 

THE  GLORY  OF  THE  NIGHTIX- 
GALES:  a  superb  example  of  the 
author's  unparalleled  skill  in  playing 
ujxin  the  vibrant  chords  of  humanity. 
A  study  of  two  personalities  living 
through  a  common  tragedy,  hating  each 
other  yet  bound  together  because  of 
their  mutual  search  for  peace.  A  jour- 
ney with  Malory,  "a  king,  whose  word 
was  life  or  death,"  to  Sharon  and  to 
Agatha  knowing  that 

"If  Nightingale  were  dead,  and  Mal- 
ory dead,  as  Agatha  was. 
There  would  be  peace." 
Then  on  to  a  treeless  street  where  he 
pauses  "seemg  not  far  ahead  of  him   a 
house   with   lighted   windows,  telling  of 
life  within." 

"He  had  come  from  far  away  to  look 

at  it 
Once  more,  and  there  it  was,  and  was 
not  his. 

,  When  he  left  it. 

There  was  one  way  more  to  go,  and 

that   way  taken. 
There  was  a  mansion  somewhere   by 

the  sea. 
And  every  step  that  moves  away  from 

Sharon  was  nearer  to  the  sea." 
On  to  Nightingale,  who  had  always 
wanted  a  mansion  by  the  sea,  Malory 
marches,  his  hate  quite  a  cold  thing 
now,  conscious  only  of  the  power  in  his 
hanil.  And  suddenly,  there  is  Night- 
ingale, the  man  "who  had  lost,  like 
many  in  winning,  more  than  he  had 
won,"  half-sitting  and  half-lying  "In  a 
velvet  robe,  and  in  a  prisoner's  chair 
that  was  on  wheels"  waiting  as  Malorv 
was  tor  the  only  peace,  death. 

Death:    so    deadly    quiet    despite    the 
deep,  rich   heat  of  its   music.     .\n   inde- 


scribable background  for  the  memory  of 
.\gatha  whom  both  men  loved  and  as  a 
result  hate  each  other.  Death  and  its 
subsequent,  interminable  silences,  so 
very  still  that  one's  heart  hushes  the 
noise  of  its  beating.  Silence  in  the  late 
sunlight  "like  the  coming  of  peace  after 
pain."  For  a  long  time  stillness  be- 
tween the  two  men 

"as  of  all  things  said. 

And  of  a  waiting  for  no  other  end 

Than   evident   farewell." 

The  Glory  of  the  Nightingales  is  an- 
other contribution  of  Robmson's  fine 
austere  style  made  beautiful  by  his  in- 
sight into  man  and  the  compassionate 
pity  for  the  poor  thing  found  there. 
Margaret  Knier. 

MORNING 

STAR 

Ada  Negri 

(Translated  from  Italian  by  Anne  Day) 

POIGNANT,  SUBTLE,  appealing  in 
a  kind  of  soft  mysticism,  this  story 
demands  the  frame  of  mind  which 
IS  necessary  for  a  sympathetic  reading 
of  Blake  or  Wordsworth.  It  is  the  storv 
of  Dinin,  a  young  Italian  girl,  sensitive 
and  imaginative  who  builds  in  herself 
the  power  to  withstand  the  blows  and 
bruises  which  are  rained  upon  her. 
Her  Other  Self,  as  she  calls  it,  lives  in  a 
realm  entirely  of  her  own  creation 
wherein  she  enjoys  communion  with  the 
beauty  expressed  in  flowers,  trees,  and 
birds. 

The  translator  has  been  quite  faithful 
in  her  work,  though  she  occasionallv 
intrudes  an  "Americanism."  Although 
at  tirst  the  tense-changes  bother  the 
reader,  he  soon  becomes  accustomed  to 
being  shifted  from  present  directly  to 
past  and  swiftly  to  future  only  to  find 
the  mode  changed  again  to  the  present. 
The     person     also     changes     constantly. 


Sometimes  it  is  Dinin  herself  who 
speaks,  again  it  is  the  narrative  of  a 
second  person.  However,  these  changes 
help  the  author  give  us  a  picture  which 
show  the  delicacy  of  fine  etchings.  The 
author  has  done  a  fine  piece  of  work  in 
avoiding  trite,  stock  phrases  in  her  de- 
scriptions. She  uses  unusual  compari- 
sons and  snatch-phrases  with  a  light, 
sure  touch.  For  instance,  Nanl  is  never 
disliked  for  he  is  "inoffensive  in  his 
vacuity";  Dinin  is  a  "Princess  of  Pov- 
erty" in  the  small  garden  which  belongs 
to  the  palace  in  which  she  and  her 
mother  are  servants. 

We  are  left  with  a  forward-looking 
Dinin  at  the  end  who  has  digested  so 
much  of  the  beauty  of  the  world  that 
she  is  looking  ahead  to  her  life  with 
strength  and  courage. 

Dorothy  fane  Larson. 

LITTLE 

AMERICA 

Richard  E.  Byrd 

PATIENCE,  INTELLIGENCE, 
courage — these  three  meant  the  con- 
quest of  the  south  pole — the  hero- 
ism and  sacrifice  of  a  hundred  men  for 
the  one  great  achievement.  And  the 
"king"  of  them  all,  Rear-.\dmiral  Rich- 
ard E.  Byrd,  has  recorded  the  throbbing 
pulse-beats  of  his  great  expedition  in 
Little  .Imerica. 

Most  surprising  of  all  is  the  book 
itself.  A  great  commander  is  not  ex- 
pected to  be  also  a  fine  writer,  yet  Byrd 
is  both:  the  book  is  magnificent.  There 
are  all  the  details  of  the  expedition,  the 
accounts  of  scientific  problems  and 
achievements,  the  descriptions  of  life  in 
Little  America  and  of  the  routine  of  the 
long  winter  night,  the  perfect  descrip- 
tions of  .\ntarctica's  mystic  beauties,  all 
the  trials  and  joys  of  a  unique  adventure. 
Not  a  man  of  the -expedition  but  re- 
ceives credit  and  tribute;  a  mountain  is 
named  after  the  cook  and  another  after 
the  chief  carpenter.  Even  the  dogs,  es- 
pecially the  famous  Igloo,  have  their 
share  of  the  story.  Seldom  does  Byrd 
mention  himself,  but  his  personality 
glows  from  every  page.  It  was  Byrd's 
expedition;  it  is  Byrd's  book.  What  bet- 
ter recommendation  can  I  offer.^ 

Phyllis  Prosser. 
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PARROTINGS 


Shirlee  Frederick,  Editor 


BATTY  CO-ED 
Batty  Co-ed  has  eyes  of  red  from  bour- 
bon. 
She  also  has  an  eye  for  ale. 
Her  face  is  flushed  from  good  old  gin 
ricks, 
The   circles   'neath   her  eyes   are   blue 
for  Yale. 
Oh,  Batty  Co-ed  will  drink  of  corn  for 
Cornell, 
Her  nose  is  colored  Harvard  red. 
Batty  Co-ed  will  drink  with  all  the  col- 
lege boys. 
But   none   can   last   as   long   as    Batty 
Co-ed. 
Batty  Co-ed  will  sip  for  Mississippi, 
She's  the  one  who  drank  old  Gordon 
dry. 
Batty     Co-ed     has     often     tasted     dark 
brown. 
Her   tonsils   were   removed   by   liquid 
lye. 
Batty    Co-ed    has    teeth    of    white    from 
white  mule, 
Her   nose   is   retrousse   from   tumblers 
tall. 
Batty  Co-ed  is  pure  as  any  girl. 

For  she  has  been  preserved  in  alcohol. 
Vandeibilt  Musijiwrader. 


"Whatcha  mean  shooting  along  here 
fifty  miles  an  hour?  Let's  see  yer  li- 
cense." 

"Here  it  is." 

"Hell,  this  is  a  hunting  license." 

"Well,  yuh  said  I  was  shooting,  didn't 
you.'' " 

Wisconsin  Octopus. 


Ida:     "Weren't  you  thrilled  by  his  at- 
tentions?" 

Idon't:     "Yes,   but    not   by    his    inten- 
tions." 

Grinnell  Mi/ltcciser. 


LICENTIOUS  JOKE 
Both  them  hula  girls  loved  the  same 
man,  so  they  pulled  straws  for  him. 

Oklahoma    U'/iiilwinci. 


Frosh:    "Look  at  the  wrinkles  on  that 
co-ed's  neck!" 

Senior:     "Wrinkles,   hell!     Those   are 
Service  Stripes." 

M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo. 


Girl   (in  book  store) — "Do  you  keep 
'The  Divine  Woman?  " 

Clerk — "Not  on  my  salary!  " 

Penn  State  Fiotii. 


Father:  "Why  were  you  out  so  late 
last  night?" 

Tech:  "After  the  dance  Mary  wanted 
some  popcorn,  and  we  had  to  drive  all 
over  town  to  find  any. " 

Pop  (excuse  it,  please):  "And  I  sup- 
pose you  used  the  hairpins  I  found  to 
pick  your  teeth." 

M.  /.  T.  Voo  Doo. 


DIRTY  CRACK 

If  all  the  male  admirers  of  Rudy  \'al- 
lee  were  to  hold  a  convention,  he  could 
probably  meet  most  any  place. 

The  Rue  Owl. 


MAYBE  YOU  HEARD  THIS 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  young 

doctor  who  was  called  out  one  mght  on 

his  first  maternity  case. 

"Well,  how  was  it?"  asked   his   wife 

when  he  returned. 

"Fine!"    exclaimed    the    young   doctor 

enthusiastically.      "The  baby  died  and  the 

mother  died,  but   I   think   I'm  going  to 

be  able  to  save  the  old  man!" 

Washington  University  Dirge. 

OVERHEARD   AT  THE  PROM 
"Stop!      Please   don't   do   that.     Stop! 

Do  you  hear  me?     Stop!" 

"What    do    you    think    you're    doing, 

writing  a   telegram.-'" 

Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


Voice  from  radio:  "And  remember, 
dear  children,  go  to  sleep  quickly  or  else 
you  might  see  some  gangster  slip  in  the 
window,  sneak  over  to  papa's  bed  and 
cut  his  throat,  or  maybe  beat  his  head  And  now  comes  the  cautious  old  maid 

in  with  a  lead  pipe.     Goodnight,  pleas-      who  locked  the  door  of  her  room  before 
ant  dreams."  looking  under  the  bed  for  a  burglar. 

Ohio  Sun  Dial.  Washington    University   Dirge. 


ANOTHER  PUN 
He:    "That  wealthy  old  fellow  I  met 
yesterday  is  really  a  wonder." 

She:    "Well,  introduce  me  to  him.     I 
work  wonders." 

Rice  Owl. 


"For  two  cents  I'd  smash  your  face." 
"Get  away,  you  dirty  professional. " 
Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


"A   man   was   arrested   the   other   day 
for  walking  the  street  without  clothes." 
"What  was  the  charge?" 
"Impersonating  a  woman. " 

Lafayette  Lyre. 

-♦■ 

Lady  (to  country  lad):  "Can  you  tell 
me  if  I  can  get  through  this  gate  to  the 
Perkins'  place.- " 

Sapient  Rustic:  "Well  I  reckon  so,  a 
load  of  hay  just  went  through. " 

R^P.  L  Pup. 

■* 

Frosh:  "I've  decided  to  join  your  fra- 
ternity." 

Senior:    "I  should  say  not." 
Frosh:    "Why  what's  the  matter  with 
it?" 

Pitt  Panther. 


A  GRAMMATICAL  KISS 

A  kiss  is  a  pronoun  because  she 
stands  for  it; 

It  is  masculine  and  feminine  gender 
mixed;  therefore,  common; 

It  is  a  conjunction  because  it  con- 
nects; 

It  is  plural  because  it  calls  tor  an- 
other; 

It  is  an  interjection,  at  least  it  sounds 
like  one; 

It  is  singular  because  there  is  nothing 
like  it; 

It  is  usually  in  apposition  with  a 
caress;  at  any  rate  it  is  sure  to  tollow; 

It  is  a  preposition  because  it  governs 
an  objective  case; 

A  kiss  may  be  conjugated  but  never 
declined; 

However,  it  is  not  an  adverb  because 
It  cannot  be  compared,  but  it  is  a  phrase 
that  expresses  feeling. 

New  Yorl{  Medley. 


SEQUEL 
"Why  is  a  kiss  like  the  three  graces'" 
"It's  faith  to  a  girl;  hope  to  a  young 
woman;  and  charity  to  an  old  maid." 
Tennessee  Mugwump. 
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THE    CAMPUS 


^   VANITY  FAIR 

OF  the  overcoats  a  man  wears  in 
town,  the  Guards  coat  is  un- 
questionably the  most  military 
of  all.  Its  name  would  indicate  that,  it 
not  its  lines. 

It  was  made  fashionable  first  by  the 
officers  of  the  Brigade  of  Guards,  of 
which  the  Prince  of  Wales  is  a  member. 
At  times,  it  has  been  more  popular  than 
at  other  times,  but  ever  since  its  first  ap- 
pearance as  a  fashion,  it  has  been  consid- 
ered correct  for  town,  and,  in  dark  blue 
and  black,  correct  for  evening. 

The  original  Guards  coat  has  three 
points  of  identification:  a  half  belt  at  the 
rear;  a  deep  inverted  box-pleat  at  the  rear; 
a  skirt  that  flares  out  at  the  bottom. 


Decidedly  in  contrast  to  this  is  the 
English  town  overcoat,  although  built  of 
the  same  dark  materials  and  usually  in 
Navy-blue. 

The  English  town  overcoat  is  made 
double-breasted,  like  the  Guards  coat,  but 
is  cut  on  straighter  lines.  Its  back  is  plain, 
without  belt  or  pleats,  and  the  skirt  hangs 
straight.  Carrying  out  the  trim  effect,  its 
pockets  have  no  flaps  as  the  Guards  coat 
does,  and  the  only  deviation  from  a 
straight  line  is  in  the  fairly  broad  lapels 
and  a  waisted  effect. 

While  monograms  are  primarily  for 
purposes  of  identification,  they  are  at  the 
same  time  decorative,  but,  like  anything 
decorative   in    men's   dress,   thev   should 


We  said  something  last  time  about 
various  accessories  such  as  socks,  muFf- 
lers  and  ties,  and  this  time  we  would 
like  to  add  a  bit  about  the  placing  of 
monograms  on  these  same  accessories 
and  clothes. 

not  be  displayed  like  a  distress  signal,  as 
some  men  use  them.  A  muffler,  for  ex- 
ample, should  not  hang  over  the  lapel  of 
the  coat  like  a  banner,  nor  should  it  be 
obviously  knotted  and  puffed  to  show  its 
monogram. 

In  the  same  way  a  handkerchief  should 
not  be  tucked  into  a  pocket  carefully 
pressed  out  to  show  the  monogram. 

Monograms  should  be  embroidered  on 
a  man's  linen,  they  should  be  stamped  on 
his  leather  things,  and  should  be  put,  in 
some  way.  on  everything  with  which  he 
travels. 


©  VANITY  FAIR 

THE  accompanymg  sketches  show  two 
views  of  the  new  shape  now  fashion- 
able in  bowler  hats — more  commonly 
known  as  the  derby. 

The  new  shape  is  decidedly  smaller 
and  lower  in  the  crown.  Looking  at  it 
from  the  side,  the  crown  of  the  hat  slopes 
to  a  rounded — not  a  flat — top.  From  the 
front,  the  crown  is  quite  straight  at  the 
sides  and  rounded  at  the  top.  The  brim 
is  fairly  narrow,  and  its  curve  less 
marked  than  last  season. 

.A  new  fashion  and  a  new  shape  does 
not  mean  that,  to  be  smartly  dressed,  a 
man  must  wear  an  exact  replica  of  one 
particular  new  shape.  Any  one  must 
adapt  a  new  style  or  fashion  to  his  own 
particular  needs.  If  the  bowler  shown 
here  with  an  almost  belled  crown  is  worn 
by  a  large  man  and  appears  to  give  the 
same  effect  as  the  smaller  hat  on  a  thin 
man,  then  these  two  individuals  wearing 
different  styles  of  hats  are  nevertheless 
dressed  in  the  same  fashion. 

(Copyright,  1930,  by  \'anity  Fair) 
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They  made  36 

livires  groi^  iivhere  only 

one  grei;*^  before 

"No  product  or  process  is  ever  beyond  improvement". 
Bay  Western  Electric  manufacturing  engineers.   For  ex- 

Yesterday,  the  100  wire  cable—  ample,  see  what  they  did  with  telephone  cable  . . .  Through 

today  the  3636.  Development  work 
goes  steadily  forward. 

years  of  patient  trial  they  advanced  from  a  crude  100  wire  cable  to  one  only  slightly 
larger  which  contained  2424  wires — until  recently  the  biggest  cable  that  could  be  laid  in 
existing  conduits . . .  Still  further  effort  produced  the  3636  wire  cable  of  exactly  the  same 
diameter  as  the  2424!  Thus  they  have  met  the  challenge  of  limited  space  in  crowded  cable 

^  _  m 

ducts  and  have  supplied  facilities  for  constantly  greater 
use  of  the  telephone  .  .  .  There's  a  real   thrill   in   this         ' 


Absorbing  work  plus  out-of -hours 
habit  ol  seeking  and  finding  the  new  and  better  way  J  recreation  —  both  are  found  at 

Western  Electric. 


Western  Electric 

Mamifactiirers. . .  Purchasers.. .  Distributors 


SINCE     1882     FOU    Vjk      THE     BELL    SYSTEM 
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THE 

PURPLE 

Wishes  You 
Prosperity  and  Hap- 
piness in  1931 

Can  Help  Make  It  a 
Happy  and  Prosperous 
New  Year 
■'    by  Patroni2,ing 

PACCCT 
ADVCCTISECS 

They  Have  the  Ne\vest 
and  Latest  Things  —  the 
Best  of  What  You  Want 


(Continued  from  page  15) 

She  journeyed  to  Tours  for  white  armor  in  which  she  ar- 
rayed herself,  slim  and  radiant  as  a  young  birch  tree.  The 
armor,  she  explamed,  symbolized  virginity.  Nothing  else 
could  mspire  soldiers  so  long  away  from  home  and  so  weary 
of  fighting.    Now  they  would  follow  her. 

There  she  gathered  about  herself  four  thousand  men,  and 
with  this  force  she  proceeded  to  Orleans.  Before  that  city  she 
met  Dunois  with  additional  troops.  She  accepted  the  soldiers 
but  not  Dunois;  he  was  stuffy,  bald,  and  unimaginative. 

She  made  a  show  of  force  and  then  summoned  the  English 
to  evacuate.  They  refused.  She  addressed  them  again  next 
day  with  the  terrible  rhetoric  that  had  made  Charles  plastic 
and  complaisant.  No  result.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life 
loan  knew  the  alarm  of  frustration.  Damn  the  obstinate  Brit- 
ish' Perhaps  she  was  only  effective  against  an  individual 
whom  she  might  coerce  through  the  revelation  of  an  esoteric 
beauty.  There  were  simply  too  many  British.  Not  even  hav- 
ing a  vision  would  be  of  any  avail. 

Desperatelv  she  had  recourse  to  batde.  She  flung  herself 
about  the  field  like  an  Homeric  goddess.  She  planted  scaling 
ladders  with  her  own  hands.  Wounded  in  the  shoulder  she 
refused  to  leave  the  fighting.  The  English  withdrew.  Orleans 
had  been  made  safe  for  monarchy. 

That  night  she  staged  a  celebration  which  the  city  still  rev- 
erently remembers. 

Two  months  later  Charles  was  crowned  at  Reims.  Joan, 
holding  a  French  flag,  stood  beside  him;  a  candent  vestal  begot 
in  Heaven.    The  ceremony  was  a  conspicuous  success. 

Afterwards  Charles  visited  her  in  her  room.  loan  was  sit- 
ting on  the  bed,  her  head  supported  in  her  cupfKcl  hands,  her 
eyes  disconsolately  glaring  at  the  floor. 

"What's  the  matter,  Joan?     What's  the  trouble.-" 

"Paris."  she  said  sombrely.  "Paris.  We  haven't  taken  it  yet. 
We'll  have  to  start  tomorrow." 

Hut  Charles  was  intractable.  He  thought  he  should  run  his 
own  affairs,  now  that  he  was  king.  Joan  instantly  was  suspi- 
cious. Was  there  some  other  woman.'  Had  he  been  false  to 
her  while  she  had  been  out  fighting  for  him.'  Was  he  that 
sort  of  a  scoundrel? 

They  cjuarrelled.  Charles  wouldn't  go  with  her  to  Paris, 
try  as  she  might  to  persuade  him.  Instead  he  made  peace  with 
the  Fiurgundians  and  settled  down  to  rest.  Joan  matle  a  mad 
tour  of  the  countrv,  destroving  English  antl  Burguntlians  in- 
discriminately. 

But  the  spirit  had  gone  out  ot  her.  Perhaps  she  had  really 
cared  tor  him  after  all.  She  grew  careless  and  let  herself  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  Burgundians.  They  sold  her  to  the  Eng- 
lish. She  repented  and  appealed  to  Charles.  Ungratefully  he 
ignoreil  her.  Lately  there  had  been  an  epidemic  of  visions 
among  the  French  maidens,  and  he  was  occupied  with  his 
Freudian   investigations. 

She  was  taken  to  Rouen  for  trial.  She  was  condemned  to 
the  stake.  Charles,  simple  soul  that  he  was,  found  solace  in 
two  bad  puns  and  a  platitude. 

"A  girl,"  he  said,  "who  plays  with  hre  must  eventually  get 
burned."  He  shook  his  head  dolorously.  "1  warned  Joan 
time  and  time  again  that,  if  she  persisted  in  the  way  she  was 
going,  she  would  soinedav  come  to  Rouen." 


"^^' hat's   that   building?" 
"That's  the  Home  for  the  Blind. " 
"Sav,    YOU   can't   fool    me    with    that; 
what  are  all  the  windows  lor?  " 


THIRTY 


P  L  R  P  L 


Over — "Why  would  you  rather  pet  a 
thin  girl  than  a  fat  one?" 

There — "Because    you    don't    have    to 
go  about  it  in  such  a  roundabout  way." 
Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

• 

"What's  the  book?" 
"One  Thousand   Things   for   Boys   to 
Make." 

"Ah,    the    directory    of    a    large    girls' 
school!  " 

Cornell  Widoii'. 


Lady  (to  husband  over  railing): 
"That  will  be  enough  out  of  you,  John. 
Lets  go  down  to  supper." 

Cornell  Widow. 


OR  THIS  ONE 
"That    will    be   enough    out   of   you," 
said  the  milkmaid  as  she  moved  to  the 
next  cow. 

Georgia  Tech  Yellow  Jacket. 


Sigma:  "I  have  heard  the  K.  D. 
House  likened  to  a  beehive.  Why  is 
that?" 

Nu:  "Because  you  go  in  to  get  honey 
and  generally  get  stung. " 

Alabama  Rammer-jammer. 


Daily  Reporter:  "That  professor  you 
sent  me  to  interview  said  he  had  noth- 
ing to  say." 

Editor:  "Hold  it  down  to  a  column 
and  a  half,  then. " 


"Say,  what'd  you  hit  me  for?" 

"You  insulted  my  girl." 

"Why,  all  I  said  was  that  she  danced 

like  a   zephyr." 

"Oh,   I    beg   your   pardon,   I    thought 

you  said  heifer." 

■*■ 

Man   investigates   third    rail — becomes 

full  of  information. 


CRADLE  SONG 
Registrar:      "Give     your     parents' 
names." 

Frosh:     "Mamma  and  papa." 


GREAT  MAN 

"If  Caesar  were  alive  today,  do  you 
really  think  he'd  be  famous  as  he  was 
in  his  time?" 

"Sure,  he'd  be  famous  for  his  old  age." 


Co-ed:    "Keep  your  place,  sir,  or   I'll 
yell  for  help." 

Dunlap:    "Thanks  a  lot,  sister,  but  I 
don't  need  any." 

Sewanee  Mountain  Goat. 


Co:     "Your    friend    has    the    funniest 
knees." 

Ed:    "Oh,  they  won't  seem  bad  once 
you  get  onto  them." 

Rice  Owl. 


PARROT 


Sectional 

and  All- American 


a 


football  selections  for 

1930 


0  These  honor  teams  were  named  at  the  close 
of  the  last  college  gridiron  season.  After  care- 
ful study  and  consideration  of  the  most  brilliant 
players  competing  in  all  sections  of  our  countr/, 
Les  Gage,  Sports  Editor  of  College  Humor,  has 
named  the  first,  second  and  third  All-American 
elevens. 

In  making  these  selections  advices  were  received 
from  a  competent  corps  of  football  critics,  each 
of  whom  witnessed  the  important  games  in  his 
own  section.  These  eight  sports  writers  have 
also  selected  mythical  All-Star  teams  of  the  South, 
Southwest,  Missouri  Valley,  Pacific  Coast,  Rocky 
Mountain,  Middle  West,  New  England  and 
Eastern  sections. 


9     College    Humor's   staff   of  football   critics, 
who  have  collaborated  with  Les  Gage  in 

choosing   the    1930   All-Amencan: 
Robert  Harron,  New  York  Post 
Zipp  Newman,  Birmingham  NG^A^ 
C.  E-  McBride,  Kansas  City  Star 
Lloyd  Gregory,  Houston  Post-Dispatch 
George  Carens,  Boston  Transcript 
C.  L.  Parsons,  Denver  Post 
Oliver  Kuechle,  Milwaukee  Journal 
Ed  R.  Hughes,  San  Francisco  Chronicle 

Names    of    the    one    hundred    and    seventy-six 

leading  college  players  will   appear 


in  the 

February  issue  of 


College  Humor 

MAGAZINE 
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QUESTION-  -  15  IT  A  PROFITABLE 
POUCy    FOR    PUBLICATIONS  TO 
USE.THEBE.5T  ENGRAVING  SERVICE.? 


PEEK  N.  De  VINOOV,  EX-ED 
"THE  PINK  CANARY"  SING 
51NG   U,— HADIBUT  R,EAL 
^ED  THE  PITFALLS  THAT 
^  AVA\T   STAFFS  VWO 
^^  CHOOSE  A  "NEXT  BEST" 
EN  GRAVER.,  X  \VOULD 
HAVE  AVO\DED  THECRltf 
THAT  MADE  HE  vyHAT  I  AN 

TODAY-TSK.TSK  TSK-IO 
THIN  K  THAT  1  UT  A  MU  RAD  AMD 
SNEERED  WHEN  THB  JAHN 
AND  Ouu\ER  SERVICE  MAN 
TOLD  tn^  VHY  THE\R  EN- 
GRAVINGS   GAVE  VAST- 
LY SUPERIOR  RESOLTS 


MOUUV     FUZ.BERRY    EX- 
TREMELY   PRIVATE  SECRE- 
TARY TO  EPTOR  OP"THECAT" 
OUR   BOOK   ISENCiR/^V- 
ED    BY  JAHN    AND    OUU\ER 
WHICH  MEANS  THAT   WE 
^OULD    NOT   CONSIDER  ANY 
THIN (3  BUT  THE  BEST- WHAXZAT^ 

OH  SURE -I'M  ALWAYS  HUNGRY 

UH   HUH-8M5?    O.K. TU^  BE  SEEING  VO 


U. 


TR\PTON   FELL 
DRAMA  ED  TOR 
"RACKETS"  SUN- 
SHINE MEDICAL 

COLLEGE — 

CERTAINLY  ITS 
PR0FTA6LE/ 
PARDON  VHILE 
I  PHON&.HERE 
IS  A  NICKEL  TOR 
YOUR  EFFORTS 
OPERATO  R  ,6  WE  ME  MONROE 
7060-HELL0T5T\-llS  JAHN 
ANDQLLIER   ENGRAVING 
COMPANY  AT   8  in   WEST 
Vv^ASHlNQTON  BOULEVARD"? 
WELU,T    UUSTCAN-r    RE- ° 
SI5T  TELLING  VOU  THAT 
THESE  HALFTONES  I  JUST 
RECEiVED  ARE  HO MEYS/rj 


THIRTV-TWO 


"Talk  about  popularity!  Every  time 
Bill  appears  at  your  sorority  he  is 
greeted  by  loud  huzzahs. " 

"Oh,  don't  misjudge  them.  They're 
quite   nice   girls   really." 

Stanford  Chiipaniil. 


She:    "If  you  only  knew  how  I  loved 
a  night  like  this." 

He:    "To  the  woods,  we  shall  sec." 
Knox  SiH'iish. 


"Son,  you  have  gone  eight  years  to 
grammar  school,  four  years  to  high 
school,  and  two  years  to  preparatory 
school.  I  believe  that  you  have  definitely 
fixed  upon  your  position  in  life  now 
that  you  are  about  to  enter  college?" 

"Yep,  gonna   play   quarter-back." 


Marriage  license  clerk  (to  couple): 
"So  you  want  a  marriage  license;  well, 
whose  children  are  those  with  you?  " 

"They're  ours." 

"Yours!  Aren't  you  ashamed  to  come 
here  for  a  marriage  permit  with  a  full- 
grown  family?" 

"Well,  we  tried  to  get  here  before,  but 
the  weather  was  so  bad  we  couldn't 
make  it." 


BETTER  ATTRACTION 
"Going    to    Athens    to    sec    the    old 

ruins?" 

"Nope,  going  to  Paris  to  see  the  young 

ruins."' 


"I'm   runnmg  for   alderman." 

"Honestly?" 

"What's    the    difference?" 


Four  and  twenty  Yankees 

Feeling  very  dry, 
Went  away  to  Canada 

To  get  a  case  of  rye. 

When  the  case  was  opened, 
The   Yanks  began  to  sing: 
"Who's   this   Herbert   Hoover? 

God   save   the    King!  " 

■*■ 

PAINFUL  MEMORY 
"My   poor   man,   it  grieves  me  to   see 
you  weep  while  we  have  played  'Home 
Sweet  Home.'    You  are  a  homeless  wan- 
derer undoubtedly?  " 

"Nay,  nay,  I  am  a  musician." 

* 

He  (modestly):     "Am  I  good?     Why, 
I'm   Ail-American." 

She:     "Ooo,  I  simply  adore  Indians." 
Noire   Dame   jugg/er. 


Anthra:     "Darling,  I'd  leave  my  wife 
and  seven  babies  for  you!  " 

Cite:       "Oh,    but    think     how    those 
eight  women  would  miss  you!" 

Rice  Owl. 


The  Eyes  of  Youth 


May  be  preserved  only  by  proper  care  and 
attention. 

Eye  strain  dulls  the  intellect,  slows  up 
clear  thinking,  makes  you  halting  and  un- 
interesting in  conversation,  creates  nerves. 

Make  sure  that  you  have  not  defective 
eyes,  or  that  known  defects  are  fully  cor- 
rected with  scientifically  made  glasses,  ad- 
justed to  your  exact  needs. 

Our  tests  often  reveal  hitherto  unsus- 
pected eye  disturbing  factors  requiring 
the  immediate  attention  of  the  Eye  Physi- 
cian  (Oculist). 

Our  advice  and  recommendations  may 
be  yours  for  the  asking. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Ave.,  Evanston 

Also    Three    Downtown    Storei 

105    N.    Wabash    Ave.  78    E.    Jackson    Blvd. 

I. 'I  S.   LaSallc  St. 

fire    tniniitei    from    anywhere    downtown and    in    EVANSTON 
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A  few  copies  of  the 

December  issue 

are  still  available 


25c   the   copy 
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Get  yours  in  University  Hall 
Room  101 
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OMPANIONSHIP 

To  THii  cosy  intimacy  of  the  firelight  hour,  Camel  adds  a 
perfect  companionship.  It  is  the  smoke  one  might  dream 
of,  fragrant  and  mellow,  mild  and  altogether  delightful. 

The  mildness  of  Camel  is  a  natural  mildness,  from  the 
blending  of  choicest  sun-ripened  tobaccos  —  never  over- 
treated,  never  flat  or  insipid. 

Qamels 

MILD  — Not  fiat 


(E)I*>31,   R.  .1.   Rc\nnlds  Tobacco 
Cnmprtny,    \\  inston-Salcm,    N.    C. 


